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	1. Illness

_**Author's Note:**_

_**Hello everyone and welcome to the first chapter of this one-shot collection. I'll probably update this sporadically as it is just a place to gather any story ideas I have that aren't really long enough to be fics on their own. Most of them will be set in my 'Differently Similar' verse but if any aren't then I will specify in the Author's Note for that chapter. I hope you enjoy this chapter.**_

_**I do not own any aspect of How To Train Your Dragon.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Illness<strong>

Snotlout was ill.

It was a rare occurrence for him to get sick but when he did he really got sick and this time was no exception. He was currently curled up under a pile of blankets feeling and looking absolutely miserable.

He'd woken up that morning only for his stomach to greet him by emptying itself; fortunately there had been a handy empty bucket nearby which he'd managed to grab to throw up in. When he'd finished he saw Hiccup sitting up in bed staring at him worriedly and he smiled at his cousin, "I probably just ate too much last night but I'm fine."

Snotlout knew he was most definitely not fine, he could feel the sweat on his brow and his head felt like there was a dragon rampaging through it, and when Hiccup just frowned at him he knew that his cousin didn't believe him. Hiccup got up from his bed and started to head down the stairs, "I'll tell Dad."

With that Snotlout knew that his uncle would spend the next few days at least watching him like a hawk and would instantly fly to his side in worry if he so much as coughed. It seemed that one of the things which would make the great warrior Stoick the Vast become a mother hen was his nephew or son being ill. The only reason they could come up with for this was that illness was about the only thing Stoick could do little about, out with the obvious he couldn't protect them from it and was pretty much helpless if one of them was ill and Stoick the Vast did not like being helpless.

Snotout could hear Hiccup telling the chief and in a flash the man was upstairs checking Snotlout's temperature a worried frown creasing his features. His uncle turned to Hiccup, "Go get Gothi."

Hiccup nodded and headed off back down the stairs with Toothless, who'd been watching everything from his stone slab, close behind. Stoick gently pushed Snotlout back down into bed and placed the cover back over him, "You stay right there and I'll be back in a moment."

His uncle picked up the vomit filled bucket and hurried of to the lower floor with it. True to his word he was soon back with the bucket now cleaned out and empty, he placed it on the floor within easy reach and sat on the edge of Snotlout's bed and ran a gentle hand through his hair. Snotlout felt the banging in his head ease a bit at the touch and he concentrated on that rather than his churning stomach and clogged up throat as he answered his uncle's questions about his symptoms. It was several minutes before they heard the main door open announcing Hiccup returning and they were thankful that with dragons it was a lot quicker to get Gothi's assistance. He appeared at the top of the stairs holding a stick left from the fire and Gothi close behind. The elderly woman went straight to her patient's side and began examining him as Stoick related Snotlout's symptoms to her. She didn't take long and soon shuffled over to Toothless' stone slab, Hiccup gave her the stick he'd brought up and she used the burnt end to scribble something on the stone as Hiccup gave the translation, "She says that she can give you something to ease your headache but that's all she can do. We just have to let it run its course."

Stoick walked over beside her, "Is that all we can do?"

She began scrawling again and Hiccup quickly translated, "He's to be kept warm and have plenty of water but that's all we can do to help."

Gothi nodded to confirm Hiccup's translation and shuffled towards the stairs to go and prepare the headache medicine, Stoick returned to Snotlout's side speaking to Hiccup as he went, "You should go and take her back Hiccup and then make your way to the academy. You're already late as it is."

Hiccup nodded and walked over and put a hand on his cousin's shoulder, "I'll make sure Hookfang gets some attention and is fed, you just worry about getting better."

Deciding that speaking was too much effort Snotlout slighty nodded and Hiccup smiled and headed off, Toothless gently nuzzled him before following his rider. Stoick also stood, "I'll get you some water and more blankets."

He hurried downstairs and Snotlout turned onto his side, curled up and drifted off to sleep.

* * *

><p>When he next woke he felt even worse and was about to throw up again.<p>

He sat bolt upright in his bed, a heap of blankets falling off of him as he did so, and Stoick was instantly there bucket in hand and ready. As Snotlout emptied his stomach yet again his uncle placed an arm around his shoulders and rubbed his back. He finished vomiting and groaned, his uncle took the bucket away and held up a cup with a small amount of liquid in it. Snotlout sniffed it and, guessing it was the headache medicine, pulled a face, "Do I have to drink it?"

He knew he sounded whiney but he didn't really care at the moment and it made no difference to his uncle's answer anyway.

"Yes Snotlout. It'll lessen your headache."

He grumbled some more but dutifully drank as his uncle brought the cup to his lips. He was surprised when instead of tasting horrible as previous medicines had it actually tasted quite nice. Stoick refilled the cup with water and held it up and Snotlout slowly drank some, when he was finished his uncle lowered him gently back and replaced the thrown off covers. Feeling exhausted and with his headache dulling down Snotlout once again closed his eyes and went to sleep.

* * *

><p>He woke again to find that his uncle wasn't about but he had a new person watching over him.<p>

Hookfang had his head and shoulders sticking through the large window looking at him in concern. Snotlout smiled at his dragon and the Nightmare responded by grinning back and he could hear a dull thunking sound which was probably the dragon's tail hitting the side of the house as it wagged.

"Hey Hookfang."

His friend shoved his head even further inside and he weakly raised a hand to scratch the Nightmare's chin causing Hookfang to lightly growl in delight. It wasn't long before Snotlout grew tired and had to let his hand drop down again, Hookfang made a grumbling noise then noticed his rider beginning to fall asleep again. The dragon then managed to pick up a bucket full of water up by its handle and place it by Snotlout and gave a light barking growl to get his attention. He looked at his dragon who nudged the bucket towards him and he saw that there was a ladle already in it, he sighed, "Hookfang I don't feel up for drinking anything right now."

The dragon frowned and snorted before reaching his head in further and poking him with his snout. Snotlout stubbornly stared at Hookfang waiting for him to relent, the Nightmare was not easily swayed and simply stared right back until Snotlout eventually gave in, "Fine."

Hookfang grinned and lifted the bucket again holding it in easy reach of his rider who slowly lifted the ladle and took a few sips. This wasn't enough to please his friend who held the bucket in place until he'd drunk the whole ladleful; when Snotlout had done that Hookfang was then satisfied and gave a pleased rumble.

Snotlout could feel himself drifting off again and he smiled at his friend as he lay back down, "Thanks Hookfang."

The dragon smiled and used his mouth to replace the covers back over him finally letting his friend sleep again.

* * *

><p>It was night when he awoke for the third time.<p>

It must have been quite late as his uncle was sleeping in a chair he must have moved up at some point next to his bed. Though Snotlout still felt lousy his headache was largely gone and he chanced raising his head, he was surprised to be greeted with the sight of Toothless at the foot of his bed staring at him. His surprise only grew when the Night Fury then wandered around and half clambered onto the bed and placed his head gently on his chest. Bemused he began petting the dragon's head and Toothless began making a sort of purring sound. A quiet squeaking caused both of them to look towards the stairs and they saw Hiccup carefully come up holding a steaming bowl. Hiccup smiled upon seeing his cousin, "I thought you were about to wake up again so I made some broth for you."

He came over and Toothless used his head to help Snotlout sit up and then clambered onto the bed behind him acting as a back rest. The dragon's tail curled around him and helped support the bowl that Hiccup placed on his cousin's lap, Snotlout made to lift the spoon and was pleased to find that he wasn't yet at the stage where Hiccup had to spoon feed him. He took a spoonful and swallowed it glad that his cousin was the one who made it, not that his uncle's cooking was bad but Hiccup's definitely tasted nicer. He managed a few spoonfuls but had to stop when he felt his stomach begin to protest and his headache suddenly decided to return again in full force. He couldn't suppress a groan at the sudden reappearance of the pain and Hiccup was instantly measuring another dose of the headache medicine into a cup and then handing it over for him to drink. Snotlout drank and was pleased that the nice tasting stuff that morning wasn't a one off, Hiccup took the bowl and cup away and Snotlout felt himself going back to sleep again. He dimly registered that Toothless had now curled himself around him and he sub consciously snuggled into the dragon's side, he felt Hiccup tuck the many blankets around him speaking quietly as he did so, "See you tomorrow Snotlout." There was then a short pause and Hiccup then spoke to his dragon, "Thanks Toothless."

Toothless gave him a gentle growl in response before settling down to sleep himself as Snolout slipped off into slumber.

* * *

><p>Snotlout's illness lasted the for at least two weeks and he couldn't think of a time when he was left alone at all during that period. Whenever he woke up from his many periods of sleep there was always someone with him. Largely it was his uncle andor Hookfang during the day and Hiccup and Toothless at night (though Stoick was present then but was more often then not asleep at his bedside), his uncle pretty much coddled him while Hookfang would always make sure he drank at least a little water whenever he was awake, Hiccup made him some sort of broth for him to eat each night and Toothless would curl around him keeping him warm through the night. Occasionally Gobber would be there if the duties of a Chieftain had called Stoick away for some reason and once he had woken up to find Astrid watching over him instead. He was also had a suspicion that Fishlegs and the twins had also been by though he hadn't been awake for their visits and there was an increasing amount of home baked bread in the house that could only have come from the various women around the village. Gothi came by to check on him each day and she even gave him a smile when he said how nice the medicine had tasted, she'd then sneakily revealed that it was a special mixture that she'd made just for him because he was her favourite and patted him on the head.

Eventually his illness passed and was finally allowed out of the house for the first time in two weeks and Hookfang was waiting right outside the house for him. Unfortunately Gothi had banned him flying at least for another day so he made to walk to the arena, Hookfang was apparently of the opinion he wasn't ready for that yet and refused to let him go until he allowed the dragon to carry him there. While he grumbled loudly about it from the dragon's back for the sake of the people around them he secretly scratched Hookfang's neck thankful that he had people around him who cared for him as they did.

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-Thanks for reading and please let me know what you thought.<strong>_


	2. Night Time Discovery

_**Author's Note:**_

_**Hello everyone and welcome to another happening in Berk. Those who have read 'Differently Similar' might remember that I mentioned that Hiccup and Snotlout had snuck out on several night time excursion when they were younger. This chapter details the first of these excursions and is set before the first movie. I hope you enjoy it and please let me know what you thought.**_

_**I own nothing.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Night Time Discovery<strong>

A ten year old Snotlout was rudely awoken by his cousin effectively bouncing on him. He groaned and rolled over to look up at the newly turned eleven Hiccup who was grinning in excitement.

"C'mon Snotlout, wake up."

Snotlout managed to produce a sleepy response, "Go' way Hiccup. I'm sleeping."

His cousin began shaking him, "But Snotlout, it's a perfect night to hunt trolls."

"There's no such thing as trolls Hiccup. Gobber was just making his story up."

Gobber had been round at the house that evening and had told a tale of when he'd chased a troll across what sounded like most of Berk to reclaim his stolen socks. Snotlout was certain most of the epic tale was made up but Hiccup seemed to believe it and had decided to go troll hunting in the middle of the night.

Snotlout rolled back over and stubbornly closed his eyes, "Can't we hunt trolls in the morning?"

"You can't find trolls during the day," his cousin said like it was obvious, "you can only catch them at night."

"If you're so eager then why don't you go hunt trolls by yourself?"

He didn't see Hiccup roll his eyes as he answered, "Because it'll take at least two of us to find and catch one." His cousin then smiled slyly, "Of course if you're too scared to go then that's fine…"

At that Snotlout knew Hiccup had him, there was no way he was going to back down from such an obvious challenge and he sat up and faced his grinning cousin, "Fine but only because you'll need someone brave to hold your hand when you get scared of the dark."

Hiccup grinned at his cousin, "Aren't you the one who's scared of the dark?"

"Am not!"

Snotlout was but there was no way he was going admit it out loud to his cousin, even if Hiccup had already worked it out.

His cousin shushed him and whispered back, "Right we need to make sure we don't wake Dad."

Snotlout nodded in agreement and they both snuck to the top of the stairs.

* * *

><p>They managed to sneak out of the house without disturbing Stoick and were soon hurrying into the forest beyond the village.<p>

The full moon shone through the dark trees supplying a slightly ethereal aura to the forest and Snotlout found himself trying to keep to the moonlit areas as much as possible. He felt his fear building as he looked at the pitch black areas the moon couldn't reach, "Are you sure we'll find anything out here?"

He was hoping Hiccup would decide that there wasn't and they could head home but he'd forgotten how stubborn the older boy could be.

"Of course we will. Look, this is a track trolls use when they sneak into the village to steal Gobber's socks."

Snotlout noticed that they were indeed on some sort of little used track that wound its way between the trees and he felt slightly better that if they stuck to the path it would be easy to get home again. They continued on in silence though Snotlout kept close to his older cousin who stoically continued onwards along the path, he was just about to suggest they head back when Hiccup suddenly stopped dead and he nearly walked into him.

"Hiccup, what have you stopped for?"

The other boy just grinned and pointed down in front of him and he soon knew exactly what he'd stopped for.

It looked like someone had simply scooped a chunk of land out of the earth leaving behind a steep sided bowl shaped depression. It contained a large pool in the centre which was surrounded by mossy grass and stones. The moonlight shone down into it turning the grass silver and caused the water to look like a dazzling mirror as not a single ripple disturbed its surface. Snotlout turned back to his cousin excitedly, "Do you think there's a way down there?"

Trolls were apparently forgotten as Hiccup answered just as excitedly, "There must be. C'mon, let's find it!"

They began making their way around the rim of the depression and they soon found a suitable way down, it was a bit narrow but the two boys easily slipped through and stood inside their newly discovered place. They then proceeded to thoroughly explore the entire place shouting excitedly whenever they found some new hidey hole among the rocks or saw the fish swimming in the pool. The night wore on and all too soon Hiccup had to end the adventure, "C'mon Snotlout, if we don't get back soon then Dad will notice we've gone."

Snotlout grumbled but came over from where he'd been about to scramble over some of the huge boulders around the edge and joined him by the exit, "We'll come back right?"

Hiccup smiled, "Of course we will, this place is too good to ignore."

Snotlout returned the smile then looked thoughtful, "Do you think anyone else in the village knows this place is here?"

Hiccup thought about it for a minute then answered, "I don't think so. No one has ever mentioned it before."

"So does that mean we've discovered it then?"

"I guess so."

"So we can name it?"

Hiccup grinned at the idea of naming a place, "I don't see why not. What do you think we should call it?"

"How about just calling it the Cove?"

"But it's not even a cove?"

"No but if we talk about it everyone else will think we're talking about one of the coves we're allowed to go to."

Hiccup grinned at his cousin's unexpected logic, especially as the name seemed to somehow suit the place they'd found, and decided that it was the perfect name.

"The Cove it is then. Now let's hurry back before Dad wakes up."

They hurried away from the newly named Cove and followed the small path back to the village. They managed to sneak into the house and up the stairs without Stoick even stirring and crept into their beds with thoughts of their Cove very much in their minds.

When dawn came Stoick couldn't work out why the two boys were so tired.

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-So I hope you liked that and any chapter ideas are welcome. I will probably do chapters on some of their other night time adventures and I hope to update soon.<strong>_


	3. Storm

_**Author's Note:**_

_**Hello everyone and welcome to another chapter. This one is fairly focused on Snotlout and Stoick and it isn't exclusively from Snotlout's perspective. Thank you everyone who has favourited this story and please leave a reveiw. **_

_**I do not own any aspect of How to Train Your Dragon.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Storm<strong>

In hindsight Snotlout had decided that going flying when a storm was approaching was a stupid idea.

They'd been going over what Hiccup called the theory for most of the day at the academy and Snotlout and Hookfang had been desperate to get into the sky to burn off their excess energy. The other riders had been equally as keen but by the time they were finally free an ominous bank of cloud had appeared on the horizon and was heading directly for Berk. As such they just flew straight back to the village to get into shelter before the storm hit but Snotlout had remained in the air.

He was certain that they could at least do a quick trip out among the many sea stacks dotting the ocean and get back before the storm arrived and if not Hookfang was more than capable of handling some harsh weather. So not really thinking any further and bolstered by confidence they headed out to sea.

The storm arrived far quicker than he thought and it had the ferocity to match its speed. The wind was howling and driving the rain almost horizontally as it hammered into Snotlout's body, he was clinging to Hookfang's neck and had flattened himself against his dragon as the wind seemed to try and wrench him from the saddle. The Nightmare himself was fighting to steady himself in the air as his large wings were catching the powerful winds and causing him to be tossed about in the air like a leaf. The dark clouds and torrential rain made it so that they couldn't even tell if they were heading towards Berk or not and the crashing thunder and lightning flashes did not help them either.

A sudden gust, far stronger than the rest, came from no where and took both dragon and rider by surprise flinging them hard to the side. They crashed into a sea stack and Snotlout was flung from the saddle as Hookfang was torn away by the winds, the boy flew through the air before landing hard on solid rock. He felt his breath being driven from him by the impact and he clung to the surface beneath him like a limpet before he could be pulled off it again by the wind. He peered through the darkness and the rain trying to find his friend but Hookfang was no where in sight, "HOOKFANG!"

He could barely hear his shout above the din of the storm and if Hookfang had heard he had no idea if his dragon was in any position to rescue him, "HOOKFANG!"

His yell once again yielded nothing and he started looking for somewhere to shelter, he soon discovered that he was on top of one of the sea stacks and it only offered a small raised section of rock to shelter behind. He began crawling towards it and managed to get around to the other side, it wasn't much more sheltered than the rest of the platform but it took just enough off the wind to stop him from being blown off the stack. Now that he didn't have to cling onto the rock anymore he automatically curled up to retain what little heat he had left, the rain was still pounding down and it only added to the chill in his soaked body. He was shivering violently and he knew his only chance was if the storm stopped soon or someone found him, it was too dangerous for him to attempt to climb down the stone he was on and even if he did there would only be sea at the bottom anyway. He curled up even more as his teeth chattered and he hoped someone would find him soon.

* * *

><p>On Berk everyone had taken refuge in the Great Hall and Snotlout's absence had not gone unnoticed.<p>

When the storm had hit Stoick had delayed closing and barring the huge doors as long as he could but eventually he had no choice but to do so, he was now sat right beside them waiting for the sound of his nephew banging on the wood to be let in but it was not coming. At first he'd been mentally planning the earful he'd give the boy for going flying when a storm was approaching but now he was far too worried to consider lecturing him if he appeared. Gobber had remained beside him as he kept guard and the blacksmith tried to soothe his friend, "I'm sure he's fine Stoick. They've probably landed and have taken refuge in a cave somewhere and that Nightmare of his is one of the strongest dragons on Berk so he'll be well protected."

Stoick knew Gobber was trying to reassure himself as well so he nodded in agreement but his worry was not alleviated in the slightest, he knew his boys and if Snotlout or Hiccup got into trouble then they more often than not got into serious trouble. He'd already had to stop Hiccup from leaving with the other riders to find his cousin as that would only endanger more people, he'd have gone himself on Thornado but he knew that no matter how fine his Thunderdrum was he would not be able to manage in this storm. All he could do was hope that Gobber was right and that Snotlout was somewhere sheltered and safe.

His thoughts were interrupted by a loud banging on the Great Hall doors which could only be caused by a dragon, without a second thought he unbarred the doors and flung open the doors letting in the violent wind that effectively blew Hookfang into the hall. As the Nightmare landed heavily on the floor Stoick, Gobber and several other Vikings slammed the doors closed shutting the storm out again before turning to the exhausted dragon. Hiccup and Toothless were already at the dragon's side and Stoick quickly saw the empty saddle, he was instantly beside Hiccup who was trying to calm down the Nightmare who was producing distressed growls and staring pleadingly. It was obvious that Hookfang had somehow been separated from Snotlout and had done the only thing he could which was get back to the village for help, Stoick was instantly up and heading for the doors giving orders as he went, "Gobber, I want you to keep everyone here until the storm has passed, only open this door if its me returning."

He ignored Gobber's protests as he approached Thornado who'd pre-empted his rider's need and was waiting at the doors. It no longer mattered whether the Thunderdrum could fly in the storm or not, he had to. He was just climbing onto the dragon's back when Hiccup was suddenly standing there.

"Dad…"

"No Hiccup!" He already knew what his son was going to say, "You and the other riders are to stay here. I'm not risking anyone else."

Before Hiccup could try and argue the doors were thrown open and Thornado was in the air and into the storm.

* * *

><p>It was a mixture of strength, stubbornness and sheer will that enabled them to fly through the savage weather. Stoick knew that Thornado was struggling and he mentally praised his dragon for his valiant effort.<p>

They'd discounted Berk itself in their search as it was unlikely Snotlout was there, if he was he was either sheltered or Hookfang would have found him to bring back so they had headed straight out to the surrounding ocean. They flew as low as they could over the heaving waves scouring them for any sign of the boy and swooped around each sea stack searching for someone clinging to their base or top. As he continued his relentless search hope faded bit by bit as he knew that anyone lasting in the sea in a storm this long was unlikely. He was starting to fear the worst when a flash of lightning revealed something on one of the sea stacks, "THORNADO, DOWN THERE!"

The Thunderdrum responded as quickly as he could in the driving wind and flew towards their target. As they approached Stoick could make out the figure curled behind a pitiful stone rise and soon recognised it as Snotlout. The platform was too small for Thornado to land so he made his dragon swoop low and he leapt off his back to land directly beside his nephew. The boy was shivering violently and Stoick instantly scooped him into his arms, pulling off his fur cape and wrapping it around the teen as he did so. Its outside was soaked but its interior was amazingly still relatively dry, Stoick held Snotlout close to his chest like a young child and the boy managed to finally say something around his chattering teeth, "Uncle?"

"Don't worry Snotlout, I'll get you home."

The boy nodded and buried himself closer to his uncle as Stoick slightly tightened his hold, he could see Thornado coming back around to swoop close to the sea stack and he prepared himself. As the dragon swooped past Stoick leapt off the rock to land squarely onto his back making sure to keep a tight hold of his nephew. The Thunderdrum began the battle back to Berk as his rider did his best to shield his precious burden from the storm.

* * *

><p>Hiccup paced anxiously as he waited for his father to return while Toothless watched his rider clearly showing his own worry.<p>

The hall was quiet save for the sound of the storm outside as Vikings sat in silence or spoke in muted tones. The dragons were just as quiet and were huddle in groups in various corners of the hall; most of the Terrible Terrors were underneath the large tables and cowered every time they heard thunder. Even the twins were quiet and were sitting with Fishlegs and the other academy dragons who were gathered around the exhausted Hookfang who'd eventually given in to sleep. Astrid was beside the Nightmare gently stroking the top of his snout as she watched Hiccup pacing. She eventually sighed in frustration, "Hiccup would you stop pacing, you're wearing the floor down." Hiccup just ignored her and continued, "You're dad will find him and bring him back. He's the best warrior in Berk; a storm like this is nothing to him."

Hiccup stopped and was about to reply when a banging interrupted him. He ran to the doors as Gobber and Mulch pulled them open allowing his Dad to hurry in carrying a furry bundle with Thornado close behind. Stoick went straight past Hiccup to the fire calling as he went, "Bucket, Mulch, get me as many blankets as you can and a set of spare clothing.

As the two he spoke to set about their task the chief gently placed the bundle he was carrying reasonably close to the main fire. He pulled off the soaked fur wrapping and Hiccup saw the sodden form of his cousin who was shivering despite the fire's warmth and being unconscious. Stoick gestured to his son to come over and then nodded to Gobber who began waving away the crowd of worried villagers who'd gathered around the chief. They rapidly dispersed as Hiccup approached and he saw his father removing Snotlout's outer vest jacket, "Help me get his soaked clothes off."

Hiccup instantly did as his father asked and set about pulling off his cousin's boots and putting them aside. Bucket and Mulch soon returned laden down with blankets and a set of clothes that were too big for Snotlout but would serve temporarily, Stoick took one of the blankets and began using it to dry his nephew as well as generate heat from the friction caused. He then took the clothes and re-dressed the boy with Hiccup's assistance and then placed Snotlout on some of the blankets and tucked the rest around him. By this point Snotlout had stopped shivering and his previously icy skin had begun to warm slightly, Stoick sighed and ran his hand through his nephew's hair before smiling at Hiccup, "He's going to be okay."

Hiccup smiled back and then noticed that Hookfang had awoken and had wandered over beside his them, the Nightmare gently nuzzled his rider and settled down beside him sharing his own internal heat and curling his tail around them. Toothless had also come over and sniffed Snotlout's form, obviously satisfied that the boy was okay he then curled around Hiccup and suddenly Stoick, Hiccup and Snotlout where encircled by the two dragons in a warm huddle. Hiccup found himself yawning and realised how tired he was as he felt his eyes close. He leaned back into Toothless' side and, with his worry eased and confident that his cousin would be fine, allowed himself to sleep.

Around the Great Hall people began to settle down, with their missing youth now safe there was little else to do but wait the storm out. Various dragons began to settle down as well, both in groups or with different villagers, the academy dragons curled around their riders and the Terrors ventured out from beneath the tables to clamber onto different laps or chests to sleep like cats. Eventually silence reigned in the hall only broken by snores from Vikings and dragons alike and while nature unleashed her fury outside they remained safe inside.

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-So there we go and please, please tell me what you think and if there is any story ideas you want to see.<strong>_


	4. A Good Idea at the Time

_**Author's Note:**_

_**Hello and welcome to another chapter, this one is fairly short but is hopefully amusing. Please let me know what you think of this and I hope you enjoy the chapter.**_

_**I own nothing.**_

* * *

><p><strong>A Good Idea at the Time<strong>

Stoick looked down at his son and nephew in exasperation wondering what had possessed them to do something so insane, "Can either of you two tell me why you thought this was a good idea?"

His answer was a slight shuffling of feet from Snotlout, the sound of water dripping onto wooden planks from the two sodden boys and a slight snickering noise from a watching Hookfang. Stoick sighed and mentally asked the gods what he'd done that day to warrant this.

For some inexplicable reason Hiccup and Snotlout had decided that it would be a great idea to attach a set of wheels to a barrel, sit in it and then go careening through the village. In doing so they had run down the twins, sent several women carrying a variety of goods flying, panicked a flock of chickens, ploughed through Gobber's forge and several houses, scared Fishlegs so much he inadvertently fell down the well, ran over a Nightmare's tail causing it to breathe fire in pain setting Mildew's clothing alight and then clattered down to the docks and flew off the end into the sea. Hookfang had been sunning himself on the docks and had quickly fished the two of them out of the water; they had both worn grins of exhilaration which quickly vanished when they saw Stoick approaching them with a mob of angry Vikings behind him.

He was certain that the initial idea was Snotlout's but the contraption was obviously built by Hiccup and he wondered how his nephew had convinced the other usually more sensible boy to actually do it. As Stoick glared at them the two miscreants both shuffled nervously until Snotlout finally spoke, "It was my idea." That at least confirmed Stoick's suspicions and after a brief pause his nephew spoke again, "I thought it would be fun."

Hiccup spoke next, "I attached the wheels to the barrel and it was my idea to start uphill above the village. It seemed like a good idea at the time."

"We didn't actually mean to…you know…trash the place." Snotlout defended and Hiccup was quick to back him up,

"Yeah we just…hadn't planned for every eventuality. We're sorry Dad."

"We're really sorry Uncle."

Stoick frowned at the two of them, "This time 'sorry' won't cut it. You've wrecked half the village, panicked everyone, set Mildew alight and ruined the daytime meals of several people!" The boys hung their heads shamefully as the Chief lectured them, "As such I believe punishment is in order so you will both clean out the dragon stables every day by yourselves for the next month." They both looked at each other wearing identical looks of horror but Stoick wasn't done yet, "Also you will fix every bit of damage you have caused today starting immediately."

The two boys answered meekly, "Yes Dad."

"Yes Uncle."

Stoick nodded to Gobber who shuffled forward and grabbed Snotlout by the back of his neck with his right hand and used his hook on his left to keep a hold of Hiccup, "Right you two, you can start with my forge." Keeping them in a firm grip he marched the two of them off to begin their sentence.

When they had gone and the crowd had dispersed Stoick gazed at the wheeled barrel which was still bobbing in the sea and sighed, "Why in Thor's name did they think that was a good idea?"

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-I hoped you liked that and once again please review and let me know what you thought and any suggestions for chapters are welcome.<strong>_


	5. Maximum Impact, Minimal Damage

_**Author's Note:**_

_**Hello everyone and welcome to another chapter. I've not been updating this recently because I'm currently writing a crossover called 'Of Fire and Warp Drives'. It's a crossover between my 'Differently Similar' HTTYD verse and Star Trek 2009 so please give it a look. Now I've done my shameless plug I hope you enjoy the chapter.**_

_**I own nothing.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Maximum Impact, Minimal damage<strong>

Stoick watched the looks and secretive gestures passing between Hiccup and Snotlout and he knew they were planning something.

They were all sat round the table eating dinner and the two teens had been in their shared room most of the afternoon obviously plotting. Having done such things himself when he was younger Stoick could easily recognise when boys were planning some sort of prank and he wondered who'd upset them both enough to warrant a two man plan.

Normally if someone upset them they dealt with it in their own way. Hiccup would usually respond with some sort of sarcastic comment or insult showing that he had a remarkable amount of varied verbal comebacks. Snotlout on the other hand went for the much simpler thumping them and being one of the strongest in his generation meant that that was usually enough. This is usually the way it went when they were defending each other or themselves but occasionally someone would upset them in such a way that sarcasm and bodily harm wasn't enough in terms of revenge and the two would plot an elaborate scheme. Most of the plan would most likely be conceived by Hiccup as some of the past ones had been quite subtle and subtlety wasn't Snotlout's strong suit, strength however was and several of their plans had required a good deal of muscle work in their actual execution. The fact that Hiccup was involved also meant that the scheme would be well thought out in great detail allowing them to reach a level of prank that was quite unexpected.

Most people thought of the Ruffnut and Tuffnut as the biggest pranksters and the most destructive but a few had learned the hard way that they paled in comparison to what Hiccup and Snotlout could do when they really wanted to. The twins mostly made it up as they went along and it was quite simple what they did, Hiccup and Snotlout however planned every detail and they didn't have the problem of fighting with each other halfway through like the twins did when working towards a goal. On top of this Hiccup was technically minded which meant that if their prank involved destroying something then he knew how to do so in a way that caused maximum impact. Snotlout of course was quite happy to make things go boom and would easily do any heavy work required. Also it would be planned out in such a way that any evidence of their involvement would be completely wiped away and the whole thing would just look like an accident. In short they, when combined, could wreak havoc throughout the entire island if they so pleased and get away with it, fortunately they had no such desires and the rare times they did plot like this the chances were their victim probably deserved it.

It was this final reason that Stoick didn't immediately call them out and try to put a halt to their scheme, that and he was kind of interested to see what they did this time and to who. As such he said nothing about his suspicions to either of the two boys and just pretended he didn't know they were up to something.

* * *

><p>For the next couple of days Stoick stayed alert for anything that might indicate that Hiccup and Snotlout were about to execute their plan, he didn't want to miss it when it happened.<p>

As he stopped by Gobber's forge during his rounds of the village on Thornado his friend called out as he continued working, "So Stoick, any idea when the big scheme is going to take place?"

"What big scheme Gobber?" Stoick asked confused.

"The one Hiccup and Snotlout are cooking up of course. Don't tell me ye didn't notice the signs that they're plotting something."

"I've seen the signs Gobber, I just didn't realise you'd noticed them as well."

"I know those two boys almost as well as ye do, of course I noticed them." Gobber began hammering some hot metal, "So any ideas on what they're up to?"

"No," Stoick sighed, "I don't even know who they're targeting."

"Ah well," Gobber finished hammering, "I've done a wee bit of research into that and I think I know who it is."

"Who Gobber?"

"Borik Ingerman."

Borik Ingerman was Fishlegs' uncle and it was no secret that he didn't like Spitelout when he'd still been alive or Snotlout. It hadn't been a problem as it had been limited to glares and odd comments from Borik which Snotlout easily ignored if he even noticed them. As such Stoick couldn't see what Borik could have done to warrant a Hiccup-Snotlout double team. "Why would Hiccup and Snotlout be targeting Borik?"

"You remember what anniversary it was last week Stoick?"

Stoick did remember, it had been the anniversary of the death of Snotlout's parents and he'd spent most of that day with the teen telling him stories about them to help relieve some of his sadness. Even ten years on the boy still found the day painful.

Stoick nodded in answer to Gobber's question and the blacksmith continued, "Well it seems that during last week Borik was going out of his way to make insulting and critical comments about what Spitelout had been like when Snotlout was right there to hear them. On top of that he threw out some about Snotlout as well including saying that ye only took him in because ye had to and that he didn't belong in the chief's family."

Stoick frowned, he knew full well that parents was a sensitive spot for Snotlout and especially so close to the anniversary of their death. Saying that the boy didn't belong was another one; it had taken a while to convince Snotlout that he was as much a part of the family as Hiccup and he was still a bit insecure in that regard. If that was what had been happening then it was little wonder that Borik had incurred their full vengeful attention and Stoick was behind them all the way and would back them up in their plan wether they knew it or not.

Gobber grinned as if he'd been reading his friend's final thought, "If I find out anything else I'll let ye know Stoick, I'm guessing ye'd like a front row seat when it finally happens."

Stoick's eyes gleamed as he replied, "Thank you Gobber, I certainly would."

* * *

><p>In the end Stoick didn't need Gobber's help in getting a good view when the master plan came to fruition, he was right there along with half the village when it happened.<p>

Things had been pretty peaceful that day and Stoick had seen the academy riders soaring lazily above the village clearly in sight and out of trouble. Vikings were going about their daily business as normal and everything was calm and uneventful.

Then the fish store erupted.

An almost literal tsunami of fish burst out from the back of the store and tumbled down the steep hill behind it showing no signs of halting until it reached the first thing in its path… Which just happened to be Borik Ingerman's house or more specifically the open window of Borik Ingerman's house.

Borik himself could only stand and watch as hundreds of fish poured into his home covering every surface and filling it with a strong fishy stench. Though shocked at first onlookers began laughing as Borik started jumping up and down yelling as if his anger would be enough to stem the flow of fish into his house. He then only added to the hilarity of the situation when he charged up to his front door and wrenched it open to then be knocked back as a wave of the ex-sea creatures tumbled out nearly drowning him in a pile of the smelly food source.

Of course this was the moment that the academy riders swooped down to quickly and skilfully block up the hole in the store house thus halting the fishy flow. Snotlout landed by Borik's house and Hookfang quickly pulled the man from the fish pile he'd been buried under. As Borik came up he spat out a fish which had landed in his mouth before screaming at Snotlout, "YOU LITTLE BRAT! I BET THIS IS YOUR DOING YOU GOOD FOR NOTHING SPARE PART!"

"THAT'S ENOUGH!" Stoick's voice rang out over Borik's silencing the man. The chief strode up and towered over the man, "You have no evidence that Snotlout had anything to do with this and I could see for myself that he was up in the sky with the other riders when the store ruptured. That same store which is also the one that you are supposed to check regularly to prevent something like this from happening."

Borik averted his eyes from the chief and shot a glare at Snotlout, Hiccup also landed Toothless beside them and addressed his father, "Um dad, me and the other riders can help clean this up. Our dragons will make the task go a lot quicker and then we can help replace the lost stock, there's been a massive surplus of fish at the moment so it shouldn't take to long to replace it all."

Stoick nodded his approval, "Good idea son, get on it right away." He turned back to Borik, "And as for you Borik, you can get to work on that store house to make sure that it wont fall apart again."

"Aye chief." Borik muttered before throwing a savage glare at both Hiccup and Snotlout and shuffling away meekly. Hiccup and Snotlout quickly got started on emptying the fish from Borik's house and it wasn't long before the other riders joined them in the task. As they worked Stoick gazed at the fish filled house before shaking his head and quietly muttering, "How did they manage to pull this one off?"

* * *

><p>As Stoick suspected the damage from the spectacular prank was very minimal.<p>

The store house was easy to fix and as Hiccup had said the fishing boom at the moment meant that the lost stock was replaced within a day. Furthermore the fish that had poured out of the store had actually been the perfect amount to feed all the dragons on the island that day so none of it had been wasted. It was a typical Hiccup-Snotlout plan, maximum impact with minimal repercussions for everyone except their target and executed to perfection. He hid a smile as he watched the silent exchange between the two boys as they sat round the dinner table, making a suitable excuse he left early and briefly pressed his ear to the front door and heard both of them congratulating each other on their successful prank. Smiling again Stoick turned away and headed for the forge hoping that Gobber might have worked out how they'd actually done it and left Hiccup and Snotlout to their 'secret' celebration of their success.

In Borik's case it was a long time before he said another insult, comment or rude remark about Snotlout or his parents. It was much longer before he or his house stopped smelling of fish.

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-So please let me know what you thought and please take a look at my crossover story.<strong>_


	6. Sleeping Situations

_**Author's Note:**_

_**Hello and here is another chapter about Snotlout and one of his more unusual abilities. I hope you all enjoy the chapter and could someone please leave a review because this fic has had none and I have no idea if its good, bad or whatever so please tell me what you thought.**_

_**I own nothing.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Sleeping Situations<strong>

It had become fairly clear over the years that Snotlout had lived with Hiccup and Stoick that the young Viking liked his sleep. He was almost always the last one in the house to wake up and if he got the chance he would happily sleep half a day away. He had also proven that he could fall asleep anywhere at anytime, even the most ridiculous or dangerous times. This ability had led to some interesting situations over the years.

* * *

><p>A six year old Hiccup was currently staring at his five year old cousin wondering how he'd possibly managed to fall asleep like that.<p>

For starters Snotlout was upside down and Hiccup was sure that wasn't comfortable, secondly he was hanging from an axe handle embedded in a large pine tree and one of his arms was draped over a nearby tree branch while the other hung limply towards the ground. Finally he was also snoring…loudly; in fact it was the sound of Snotlout's snores that had brought Hiccup to investigate in the first place.

There was the sound of footsteps and Hiccup turned to see his father approaching, Stoick's usual confident stride faltered when he caught sight of his sleeping nephew and he stopped and stared before finally remarking, "That's…different."

He walked up beside Hiccup and stared at his nephew a bit more before posing a question to his son, "How did he manage…this?"

Hiccup just shrugged in response and they both stood in silence as Snotlout continued snoring away peacefully. Eventually Stoick stepped forward, "Well we can't just leave him like that."

He reached up and gently plucked the five year old from his bizarre position and pulled the boy towards himself. Snotlout gave a few grumbles and shifted around a bit but soon settled back down in Stoick's arms, as the chief started to carry the boy home Hiccup stared at the axe handle still embedded in the tree for a bit longer before shaking his head and running after his father.

* * *

><p>A ten year old Hiccup was searching for his cousin everywhere.<p>

It was Snotlout's tenth birthday and Stoick had some freshly barbequed mutton especially for the boy, the problem was that Snotlout was not at the house like they'd expected and Hiccup had been sent to find him. As he searched around the docks Hiccup heard a strange noise coming from one of the empty fish baskets and he walked cautiously over to it and lifted the lid.

He was met with the sight of his cousin curled up in the bottom of the empty basket gently snoring.

Hiccup didn't understand how Snotlout found the position comfortable seeing as he was effectively squashed into the base of the basket with his knees rammed into his face. The next thing Hiccup thought was how he was going to wake his cousin up, he reached in and prodded him hard but he didn't even stir. He then tried pulling at one of his arms but that also received no response and he opted for a slightly more drastic approach. Hiccup planted both feet against one of the dock's mooring posts, placed his back against the basket and pushed with all his might causing the basket to fall onto its side and roll partway down the dock. He hurried to the basket and peered in to see that the younger cousin was still sound asleep, albeit more shaken about and sprawled within the confines of the basket than he'd been before. Hiccup sighed in disbelief and wondered how he'd wake Snotlout up without doing something really drastic like shoving him into the sea, suddenly an idea sprung into his head and he leaned down to his cousin and whispered in his ear, "Hey Snotlout, there's freshly barbequed mutton."

Snotlout's eyes snapped open and he was instantly awake and out of the basket, "Barbequed mutton!? Where!?"

Hiccup was grinning, "Up at the house…" He got no further as Snotlout was already charging up to the house leaving only a 'Thanks Hiccup' behind him. Hiccup laughed as he saw several Vikings jump out the way of his high speed cousin before he replaced the fallen basket and followed him at a slower rate.

* * *

><p>Alvin the Treacherous was feeling pleased with himself.<p>

He'd managed to capture one of Berk's dragon riders and it also happened to be the one that was Stoick's nephew. They'd been on a spying excursion on Berk when they'd spotted Snotlout, seeing that he was unaccompanied by any dragons or humans Alvin had taken the chance and grabbed the boy.

They were now on a ship heading back towards Outcast Island and Alvin was passing the time by gloating to his prisoner, "Well boy what do ye think will 'appen when Stoick discovers yer missing. 'e might send 'iccup and the other riders after ye an' then I'll get me chance to…" He suddenly stopped when he noticed that the boy wasn't paying any attention to him at all.

In fact he was sleeping.

Alvin had never expected any prisoner to ever react in this way. Trembling with fear? Yes. Pleading for mercy? Yes. Smart alec comments and defiance? Yes! But never would he expect someone to just fall asleep when they'd just been captured by their village's most feared enemy. Taken aback by this unusual development he just gaped at the sight of the boy propped up with his back to the mast and his hands bound behind him sleeping peacefully. Alvin eventually strode up to his sleeping prisoner and sharply prodded Snotlout in the chest, the action received little response and he roughly began shaking the boy. When that didn't do anything either, Savage put in a comment of his own, "He doesn't seem to be waking sir."

Alvin glared at him, causing Savage to shrink back, and turned back to his captive raising his fist, "I'll soon wake 'im." Before he could do any thing else a familiar shrieking noise announced the arrival of Toothless and Hiccup and chaos erupted on the ship as Outcasts rushed to defend themselves.

The following few minutes was a confusion of catapults and dragon fire and the end result was Alvin pinned to the deck by Nadder spines while most of the rest of his men jumped ship. From his position Alvin watched as the dragon riders landed on the ship and headed straight for the somehow still sleeping Snotlout. As they approached the boy yawned, slowly opened his eyes and blearily looked around at the burning catapults, trashed deck and pinned Alvin that made up the scene in front of him before finally speaking to his fellow riders, "Keep it down would you?"

He then went back to sleep.

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-So I hope you liked that and please tell me what you thought. I'll probably update this again soon as I've got another chapter idea for this fic.<strong>_


	7. Camping in Harmony

_**Author's Note:**_

_**Hello everyone and here is yet another chapter for you all and thank you **_**GuardianDragon98**_** for giving me my first review for this story. I hope you all enjoy the chapter and please tell me what you thought.**_

_**I do not own any aspect of How to Train Your Dragon and the song in this chapter I got from 'Marlfox' written by Brian Jacques so I don't own it either.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Camping in Harmony<strong>

After a long and difficult couple of weeks of non-stop rain, destructive village dragons and almost continuous repair work that resulted because of said dragons, Hiccup suddenly sprang a camping trip on them on the first fine morning in two weeks saying that it would be the perfect way for them all to unwind. His suggestion was met with great enthusiasm from all the riders and soon they were all packing everything they needed for their two day trip.

* * *

><p>Snotlout was rooting around under his bed for some more of his clothes to pack when he laid his hand on the leather satchel that held his mother's harp. After a quick look to check Hiccup wasn't around he slowly pulled it out from under the bed and took it out, it was one of the small harps that was designed to be held in one arm while you played it with the other hand and he hadn't shown it to anyone other than his uncle and Ruffnut and Tuffnut's mother who'd taught him to play it as well as sing. He'd begged her not to tell anyone he had it certain that everyone would only mock him for showing an interest in playing music and singing, though seemingly exasperated by his insistence of this she agreed and never mentioned it to anyone else and Stoick hadn't either.<p>

He gazed at it for a couple of minutes undecided about it before he slipped it into his pack for camping and put its empty leather satchel back under the bed.

* * *

><p>By late afternoon they were all ready to go (though they did have to stop the twins from bringing two barrels of pitch for lighting the campfire) and were soon in the air and flying out to one of the other islands. The mood was high as they flew and the dragons seemed to be as excited as the teens and soon the flight developed into a game of aerial tag with the dragons performing all sorts of stunts and acrobatics despite being loaded with camping gear. Hiccup and Toothless were by far the most difficult to catch but Fishlegs and Meatlug were proving surprisingly hard as well as they were taking full advantage of the Gronkle's ability to fly in any direction as well as occasionally just dropping out of the air and hovering again several feet directly below where they'd just been.<p>

Because of the game the flight took far longer than it should have done and the sun was well on its way down by the time they finally reached the island so they quickly started setting up camp near a small stream and putting up their tents. They had three in total so Astrid and Ruffnut had one, Fishlegs and Tuffnut had the other and Hiccup and Snotlout had the third. Hiccup and Snotlout had theirs up first as they'd both done it together before and knew what to do, Astrid knew how to do it so she simply didn't give Ruffnut a chance to mess things up and theirs was up shortly afterwards. Fishlegs and Tuffnut's took considerably longer and was the most entertaining to watch. Fishlegs had no control over the male twin even if he knew how to put up a tent so every time Fishlegs had something sorted Tuffnut would wreck it through sheer stupidity leaving the other boy sort of flapping about due to stress. In the end Snotlout distracted Tuffnut by taking him to gather firewood and Hiccup helped Fishlegs get the tent sorted while the girls dug a small dip for the campfire. As night was falling they had a cosy little campsite all set up and Snotlout was roasting some mutton they'd brought from Berk over the fire for them all. As the smell of cooking meat filled the air Astrid leaned back against one of the logs they'd rolled near the fire and gave a contented sigh, "It's so good to finally be able to just relax without worrying if the village dragons are destroying something."

"You're right," Fishlegs agreed, "but it seemed as if it was the continuous rain that caused it. It was like it went on just that bit too long and they all got fed up with it."

"And grumpy dragons tend to break or set things on fire," Hiccup added, "so we should probably come up with ways to deal with them if it happens again."

"But not right now right?" Ruffnut asked, "Because I do not want to think about that at the moment."

"Yeah!" Tuffnut agreed, "That requires far too much thinking right now and I need serious relaxation time before thinking so I can connect with the greater…thinkingness...of…thinking."

Hiccup was saved from trying to answer that weird remark by Snotlout removing the meat from the fire declaring triumphantly, "Oh yeah that's cooked to perfection. I'm the man!"

He passed the meat out and Astrid took a cautious bite of hers before smiling, "Okay I'll admit I had my doubts Snotlout but this is good."

"I'm a man of many talents Astrid. I'm both a warrior in battle and the kitchen!"

"Except for the fact that the only thing you can cook is roast meat." Hiccup slyly cut in.

Snotlout glared at his cousin, "That's not true! I can roast fish as well and uncle Stoick said my bread baking skills are one of a kind."

"That's because the last time you tried you set fire to the kitchen."

"It was only a small fire and it lasted very briefly."

"We had a six foot burn mark up the wall for weeks and I could use the resulting bread as charcoal pencils."

"Shut up Hiccup!" He turned his back on his cousin sulkily as the others sniggered.

When she finished laughing Astrid took another bite of her meat and then looked around at the others, "Does anyone have any salt? I forgot to bring some with me."

Hiccup and Fishlegs shook the heads while the twins shrugged, Snotlout came out of his sulk long enough to answer, "I did, there's a small bag of it sitting in my pack over there." He gestured to his tent which had his pack sitting in front of it and Astrid walked over and began looking through it to find the salt. She gave an exclamation of surprise causing the others to look at her in askance and she turned to show them the harp she'd found, "Snotlout what is this?"

He felt his cheeks heat up as he awkwardly answered, "It's a harp... it's kind of a musical instrument."

"Hey I've heard of something like that before!" Tuffnut exclaimed.

Ruffnut thought for a moment before smiling in recognition, "Oh yeah, so have I! Apparently our mum used to have one of these but it was destroyed in a dragon raid before we were born and no one knew how to make another one so it was never replaced."

As the others digested this bit of information Astrid looked down at the harp in his hands, "It's really beautiful."

"Yeah it was my mum's but I inherited it when…you know." He held out his hand to Astrid, "Could you…?"

She walked over and gently handed it back to him and most of them noticed how Snotlout visibly relaxed a bit when he held it. They remained silent for a minute before Fishlegs finally spoke almost tentatively, "Can you play it?"

Snotlout hesitated for a moment before answering, "Yeah there was these songbooks that my mum had written and the twin's mum taught me how to play and…sing them."

Hiccup leaned towards his cousin encouragingly, "Could you sing one for us."

Snotlout looked panicked at the suggestion, "Erm…I'm not sure…I mean you probably won't like any of them and well…"

Astrid spoke across him, "Please Snotlout, just one song?"

He looked around at the group and saw that all of them, including the dragons, seemed eager to hear him sing and he sighed resignedly, "Promise you won't laugh or tell anyone else?"

Hiccup answered for them all without hesitation, "We promise Snotlout, we won't laugh or tell anyone else."

Giving him a thankful smile Snotlout prepared himself and gave a quick introduction to his audience, "This song was the first one I learned from my mum's songbooks and…well I don't know why but I've always loved it and remember it perfectly." He took a deep breath before playing a few opening notes and beginning his song in a wonderful tenor voice that harmonised beautifully with his harp.

_"Flow'rs of the forest_

_Are bright in the spring,_

_Wake with the dawn_

_Hear a lone skylark sing._

_Brooks gaily babble_

_O'er hillsides so green,_

_Streams ripple secrets_

_Of what they have seen,_

_Small birds give voice_

_Mid the leaves of great trees,_

_Which rustle softly_

_In time with the breeze._

_I'll add my music_

_For what it is worth,_

_And sing just for you, love,_

_The song of the earth."_

As the last notes drifted away an awed silence fell across the other teens and dragons which was only broken by an audible sniff from Tuffnut. They all stared at him and he tried to hide his face, "It's just dust in my eye, I did not find the song so beautiful that I started crying."

They all looked back to Snotlout who shuffled uncomfortably, Astrid smiled at him, "Snotlout that was amazing."

He looked at her hopefully, "Really?"

Hiccup answered him, "Yes Snotlout, it was amazing."

Fishlegs nodded eagerly in agreement and Ruffnut gave Snotlout a thumbs up, "Seriously, it was the best song I've ever heard."

He smiled with embarrassment, "Thanks guys." He then added cautiously, "Would like to hear another one?" He received a resounding yes they all sat up eagerly to listen. He grinned at them thankfully before playing another introduction and began singing another song.

* * *

><p>For the rest of the evening they listened to him play and sing, sometimes in awe of the beauty of an old balled or tune, sometimes while roaring with laughter at some comic ditty and once Snotlout sang a song so sad and beautiful that there wasn't a dry eye in the camp when he'd finished. For the rest of the camping trip they played, larked about or just relaxed in the warm sun during the day and in the evenings they'd gather around the campfire beneath a clear starlit sky, with food freshly cooked over an open fire and listened to the sound of a voice and a harp in perfect harmony.<p>

All in all it was a very successful trip.

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-So I hoped you enjoyed that and please review and any reviews for previous chapters will also be welcome.<strong>_


	8. Ruffnut and Tuffnut-Chefs Supreme

_**Author's Note:**_

_**Hello everyone and here is another chapter for you and this one is more focused on the twins. Thank you everyone who is showing their support of this story and if anyone has any chapter suggestions please let me know and I'll give them some thought. I hope you enjoy the chapter.**_

_**I own nothing.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Ruffnut and Tuffnut-Chef's Supreme<strong>

Contrary to popular belief Ruffnut and Tuffnut were not complete idiots in everything and there was actually one or two things they were good at except destruction. One of these things was cooking.

Amongst the teens the cooking ability was fairly varied, Hiccup was fair at it and could produce a good variety of decent meals, Fishlegs was roughly the same as Hiccup though he was slightly more proficient at desserts, Snotlout's was limited to barbequing meat over a fire and asking him to do anything else was risky and, as her Snoggletogg Yak-nog proved, Astrid was a complete no go for any form of cooking at all. In fact she could burn a salad in winter and her bread rose so rapidly it could consume houses (that particular event had been one no one was eager to see again). The twins however far outclassed any of them in the cooking department and could produce meals that made your mouth water and excited the taste buds in a way no other food could.

Initially the other teens had no idea the twins had this talent, whenever they ate away from Berk it was usually a packed lunch they'd brought with them or just a case of grabbing whatever was available at the time to keep them going. Even when they'd properly camped Hiccup or Fishlegs would take on the role of cook automatically and no one actually thought to give the twins a chance to cook the meal. It remained this way until one overnight camp when the twins just happened to be first back from collecting firewood.

* * *

><p>As Ruffnut and Tuffnut entered the campsite they found it empty of anyone else.<p>

For once their wood gathering hadn't devolved into a wrestling match or a fight and they'd returned with a sizable amount of wood. Tuffnut dumped his pile near the campfire site and Ruffnut followed suite talking as she did so, "So we're first back huh?"

Her brother crouched down and began building the fire as he answered, "Guess so, what do we do until the others get back and start cooking."

Ruffnut shrugged, "I don't know. It's not like they'd let us help cook if they were here, they don't think we can do anything."

Tuffnut looked up his eyes gleaming, "But my dear sister, they're not currently here."

She started grinning, fairly confident that she knew where his thoughts were going, "So if they're not here they can't stop us from using this firewood, the food supplies and cooking ourselves."

"Precisely dear sister, as such I believe we should take the opportunity and prepare tonight's meal ourselves!"

"Agreed dear brother, shall we begin Chef Tuffnut?"

"Indeed we shall Chef Ruffnut, let us create a culinary masterpiece!"

"Very well Chef Tuffnut, if you start the fire I shall gather our ingredients."

"Excellent job division Chef Ruffnut, tonight we dine LIKE KINGS!"

* * *

><p>As Hiccup approached the campsite with a bundle of firewood a wonderful aroma filled his nostrils.<p>

He easily recognised it as cooking meat and he assumed that Fishlegs had started making dinner, he felt his mouth water at the smell and he unconsciously quickened his pace. As he walked he nearly collided with Fishlegs who was practically running towards the campsite and he was surprised to see the other boy, "Fishlegs!? I thought from the smell of cooking food that you were already back at the camp."

"I thought you were the one cooking Hiccup," The boy answered, "so I was hurrying back thinking I might be too late."

Hiccup furrowed his brow, "I guess it must be Snotlout if it's neither of us because Astrid doesn't even bother trying to cook."

There was the sound of footsteps behind them and Astrid joined them, "Hey guys, I guess neither of you are creating that amazing smell?"

"Nope not us," Fishlegs answered, "we think it might be Snotlout."

There was more footsteps and Snotlout suddenly appeared talking excitedly, "Guys, who is responsible for that delicious smell!?"

They looked at him blankly until Astrid slowly spoke, "Well if it's not you and it's not these guys then it must be…"

"The twins." Hiccup finished. They all briefly looked at each other before charging in the direction of the camp.

As they piled into the campsite Tuffnut's voice checked their mad dash, "Whoa guys! There's enough for everyone, no need to charge in to get it."

The group stopped dead at the site before them of the twins not only working peacefully together but also at the complete lack of the devastation they were expecting. Tuffnut pulled some of the skewered meat from the fire and handed each of them one skewer, "You're just in time, these ones are ready."

They stared at him dumbly until Snotlout finally took a tentative bite and then gave a noise of sheer delight, "Tuffnut, this is amazing!"

"You think that's amazing, wait till you try Ruffnut's berry pudding with freshly whipped Yak cream."

Snotlout rapidly finished his meat and looked at Tuffnut hopefully, "Have you got any more of the meat?"

"Sure but it's not quite ready yet." He stared at the others who were still standing dumbly, "You know those'll get cold if you don't eat them and you find it more comfortable to sit down."

Snapping out of their reverie they quickly sat around the fire and started to eat, they all gave delighted noises and soon the camp was filled with little more than the sounds of munching as they tucked into the meat. When they'd demolished all the cooked meat Ruffnut's pudding followed and everyone went back for second and, in Snotlout and Fishlegs' case, third and fourth helpings. When the food was all gone everyone sat contentedly around the fire with full bellies and Snotlout spoke, "All in favour of Ruffnut and Tuffnut cooking whenever we go camping say aye!"

There was a chorus of 'ayes' and Tuffnut sat up, "If we're cooking then you guys can do the clearing up everytime."

"Yeah," Ruffnut added, "we've worked hard making your meal so the least you could do is clear up whenever we cook."

There was a moment of silence and then Hiccup spoke, "Agreed."

From then on whenever they camped out the twins would always cook and everyone agreed that there were no finer cooks within a hundred leagues of Berk.

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-So there we go and I hope you liked that and please let me know what you thought.<strong>_


	9. Fury Comfort

_**Author's Note:**_

_**Hello everyone and welcome to yet another chapter. Thank you **_**Transformers 0**_** for reviewing last chapter and I hope you enjoy this one as well. Please review and let me know if you have any chapter suggestions.**_

_**I own nothing.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Fury Comfort<strong>

Without Hiccup and Stoick around the house was very quiet.

Both the chief and his son were visiting the Meathead tribe to sign a peace treaty that needed to be signed every three years. It was similar to the one they used to have with the Berserkers except they alternated who visited which village every time it was signed. The last time they travelled to the Meatheads Snotout had been nine and went with them, this time however he'd been left behind with Thornado and Toothless.

It had been decided that they'd leave the dragons behind because although Berk had no intention of starting a war arriving on dragons might not be interpreted that way. As such Toothless and Thornado needed someone to look after them while Hiccup and Stoick were away and Snotlout was the best choice. Not only did he live in the same house as them but both dragons were comfortable around him and he knew the theory of how to fly Toothless. Of course Toothless wasn't happy with his rider going away without him but Hiccup eventually convinced him that he would be perfectly safe for five days without the Night Fury present.

* * *

><p>It was the second day of Hiccup and Stoick's trip and Snotlout was actually starting to feel a little lonely. The house seemed quite empty and although his uncle had been away before Hiccup had been around so this was really the first time Snotlout had been left alone. Hookfang was of course with him most of the time but Thornado only appeared for meals and had taken to flying around the village most of the day like he usually did with Stoick and Snotlout was hearing about how the Thunderdrum was still helping out around Berk even without his rider. Toothless on the other hand was hanging around the cliffs looking out to sea waiting for Hiccup and wasn't moving except for the necessities such as eating, Snotlout had tried getting him up for a flight but the Night Fury had completely ignored him and his efforts. He'd then tried seeing if Astrid would have better luck than him but the dragon hadn't budged for her either. Seeing that he wasn't doing anything drastic such as starving himself they decided that he was just a bit lonely and they sat with him for a bit instead. The other riders weren't around much either, other than the time she spent with Toothless Astrid was training alone with Stormfly working on their speed and agility, Fishlegs was going through the Book of Dragons double checking that everything they'd discovered so far had been added and revising anything that was wrong or missing and the twins were being the twins and were fully involved in pranks, yak tipping and blowing things up. This left Snotlout to amuse himself and all he really had to do was his chores and fly Hookfang so it wasn't long before he got bored and the loneliness began to creep in.<p>

During the day Hookfang largely kept it at bay as the Nightmare was always around with his rider but he returned to his pen in the academy that night. Gobber came by to check up on him and helped feed Thornado in his pen outside when Toothless briefly returned to eat his basket of fish before returning to the cliffs. Satisfied that he was doing okay Gobber bid him goodnight and headed home and Snotlout went to bed. Normally he would sleep almost instantly but this time he tossed and turned finding it difficult to settle as a rare feeling of insecurity gnawed at him. Eventually after a lot of restless movement he finally drifted off into an uneasy sleep.

* * *

><p>It was a moonless night and Snotlout was lost in Berk's forests like he'd been once when he was ten but this time Hiccup wasn't with him.<p>

He ran through the dark trees barely able to see ten feet in front of him in the darkness and his imagination ran amuck thinking of all the things that could be waiting for him beyond it. As he ran he began calling out, "Uncle!? Hookfang!? Hiccup!?" No one answered his calls and he desperately looked for a break in the trees indicating a way out.

A noise sounded to his right and he turned in the opposite direction running even faster. The darkness seemed to be closing in even further and he felt panic start to well up inside him. Suddenly a flock of shapeless things flew into the air in front of him making harsh caws, he screamed in surprise and fell back towards the ground only to find that the ground behind him had vanished. He desperately grabbed at the empty air but with nothing to grasp he plunged into the dark pit that had appeared falling down…and down…and down…

* * *

><p>WHUMP!<p>

Snotlout's eyes snapped open to find that he'd fallen out of his bed onto the hard floor because of his thrashing about while he'd been sleeping. The dark around him seemed to be pressing in and he frantically felt about for a candle or something to create some light, still feeling the fear from his nightmare he began to panic as he couldn't find anything when there was a blue flash and the candle on Hiccup's desk was lit. In the newly created light he saw Toothless staring at him anxiously and, guessing that the dragon had been the one to light the candle, Snotlout tried to reassure him, "It's alright Toothless. I'm fine."

In truth he was still very much shaken, he hadn't had a night-time freak out like that since he was ten, but he didn't want to admit it. As usual Toothless saw right through him and the Night Fury nuzzled him comfortingly, giving him a scratch behind his ear flaps Snotlout felt himself start to calm down and Toothless made some crooning noises. After several minutes of this comforting Toothless pulled away and Snotlout felt a lot better than he had, he smiled at the dragon, "Thanks Toothless. I needed that." The Night Fury gave his signature smile and Snotlout looked at his bed, "Well I should probably go back to sleep."

In all honesty he wasn't sure if he wanted to as he knew that he'd only have another nightmare, when he used to have them regularly he would awake after one to find his uncle comforting him and more often than not Stoick would take him downstairs and let Snotlout sleep with him. This time his uncle wasn't here and it had been five years since the last time it had happened and Snotlout didn't know what to do.

His problem was solved when he felt a pair of wings wrap round and pull him towards Toothless. Before Snotlout knew what was happening he was tucked neatly in Toothless' paws against the dragon's chest. Toothless' wings wrapped around them effectively cocooning him and leaving Snotlout wondering what to do about this new development. Toothless began making a low purring sound and as Snotlout felt the vibrations through the dragon's chest he began to feel sleep calling him and his fear fade. Allowing his head to rest against the scaly chest he was held to he unconsciously snuggled down a bit more, feeling as safe as he did when with his uncle Snotlout fully relaxed and allowed himself to drift off into peaceful slumber.

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-I hope you all liked that and I'll try and update this and 'Of Fire and Warp Drives' soon.<strong>_


	10. Bedside Thoughts

_**Author's Note:**_
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* * *

><p><strong>Bedside Thoughts<strong>

It had been a week since Hiccup and Toothless had defeated the Red Death and Hiccup had remained unconscious since then.

Snotlout was currently sat beside his cousin's bed along with Toothless and both of them were silent. The dragon had barely left Hiccup's side since they'd returned to Berk and even Stoick had known better than to deny the Night Fury access to his rider. The chief had also been faithful in watching over his son but because he was chief he couldn't stay by Hiccup's side continuously and he was often called away to attend his duties. This gave Snotlout a chance to sit with his cousin and he grabbed the opportunity when it came around.

It wasn't that Stoick didn't want him there, in fact it was most likely the opposite, but Snotlout himself just couldn't remain with his uncle long, every time he looked at the man he remembered his words before he left to attack the nest after Hiccup tried to reveal the true nature of dragons in the arena. It hadn't taken Stoick long to realise that Snotlout had known about Toothless as well and he could clearly see the look of betrayal on his uncle's face when the man confronted him.

"_You knew and you never told me."_

"_Uncle I…"_

"_No! You've sided with him and betrayed your tribe. You've dishonoured the memory of your parents and the name of your father. You're no family of mine."_

His uncle's words that day had cut deep and Snotlout still felt the pain. After he'd lost his parents he'd found it hard to adjust to being a part of Stoick's family and even now he still occasionally worried that he was considered nothing more than an extra mouth to feed. What his uncle said that day had broken the feeling of belonging he had and he had no idea how to fix it.

He then realised that there were tears on his face and that Toothless was crooning at him in concern, he was about to wipe them away when he heard the door open. Quickly looking around he saw Astrid standing in the doorway and she instantly darted forward upon seeing his tears,

"What's wrong, is Hiccup okay?"

Snotlout quickly tried to assure her, "It's okay, Hiccup's fine I just…" he faltered not really wanting to delve into why he was crying. Normally he'd be embarrassed at anyone seeing him cry but Astrid had found him crying after his uncle left for the nest, that memory reminded him of his previous thoughts and a fresh waves of tears came.

Unexpectedly Astrid hugged him and the surprise of it almost halted his tears, as she held him Toothless nuzzled his back trying to help even though he didn't understand what was wrong. Astrid spoke gently, "I'm not really sure but I think this has something to do with your uncle. Snotlout, you have to speak to him soon, it's not really unnoticeable that you're avoiding him and you can't let what's happening between you two to continue." She pulled away and smiled, "It'll do you both good, trust me."

Snotlout looked away from her, though short her speech had given him a lot to think about and he knew he had to go and sort it all out. He looked briefly back at Hiccup, "Do you think you could stay with Hiccup awhile? I need to think."

She nodded, "Of course I will, it's why I came here in the first place."

He gave her a brief smile before drying his eyes and leaving the house, he paused outside the door and took a breath before heading off to a particular destination to think awhile.

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-So a nice, short scene which I hope you enjoyed. I may update soon and any story suggestions are welcome.<strong>_


	11. Bringing Happiness
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* * *

><p><strong>Bringing Happiness<strong>

It had been a long difficult few days for the Jorgenson family as Helga's pregnancy had been particularly long and the birth had been marred with complications.

Both baby and mother were fighters though and eventually she had a strong healthy baby boy. As per Jorgenson tradition the first born male of the family had to have a name from one of the previous Jorgensons who was preferably a warrior. As a result they opted for Snotlout which had been the name of Spitelout's grandfather who'd actually only passed on six months previously. Already Snotlout looked like a Jorgenson, he was quite big even though he was only a few days old and he was possibly bigger than his cousin Hiccup who was already several months old. He had also quickly shown his preference in terms of toys when he completely ignored the stuffed bear Mrs Ingerman had made for him and opted for the small toy mace Gobber gave him instead. Finally he was also loud, very loud and Helga couldn't believe the sound he could make. All babies cried but Snotlout could really scream and she'd never known a new born to make that loud a noise. Spitelout had laughed and said that all Jorgensons entered the world screaming warcries but it was phenomenal the volume Snotlout could reach when he wanted to.

Currently he was settled quietly in his cot and staring at her with far too wide awake eyes and she sighed. It was a difficult task getting him to sleep as it seemed that when he was awake he stayed awake, the flip side was that when he was asleep it took a lot of effort to wake him up again and he had no qualms about vocalising his displeasure when she finally did. Seeing that he wasn't going to sleep on his own anytime soon she fell back on a technique that had proven to be effective at lulling him to sleep as well as calming him, she briefly rummaged through a well-used storage chest and pulled out her harp. Returning to Snotlout's cot she smiled at him as he made some gurgling noises and waved his tiny hands about, as soon as she began playing he stopped moving and stared at her entirely focused on his mother. After a few notes Helga began singing her favourite song to him,

"_Flow'rs of the forest_

_Are bright in the spring,_

_Wake with the dawn_

_Hear a lone skylark sing._

_Brooks gaily babble_

_O'er hillsides so green,_

_Streams ripple secrets_

_Of what they have seen,_

_Small birds give voice_

_Mid the leaves of great trees,_

_Which rustle softly_

_In time with the breeze._

_I'll add my music_

_For what it is worth,_

_And sing just for you love,_

_The song of the earth."_

As the last notes died away Snotlout's eyes slid shut and he fell into peaceful slumber. Helga smiled softly and gently stroked his head and she heard her husband enter the room, Spitelout hugged her from behind and gazed fondly at his sleeping son, "That song of yours sends him off every time, wish I could the same when I put him to bed."

"You'd find it a lot easier if you learnt that commanding babies to sleep doesn't actually work dear."

"You need to instil discipline as soon as possible, that's how he'll become a real warrior."

Helga rolled her eyes at her husband's stubbornness and didn't pursue the argument further, while she loved him dearly she did sometimes find Spitelout's fixation on the Jorgenson warrior legacy to be trying. She had tried to remind him that not every Jorgenson had been a fighter but he was very stubborn, a trait which most definitely ran throughout his family. She returned her attention to Snotlout who was now entirely dead to the world, his birth had actually been a much needed joyful event after the tragic loss of Valka a few weeks previously.

It had been a huge blow to many in the village when she'd been taken by dragons, despite her unusual views on the raids she'd been well loved by most and had been an excellent chief's wife. Valka had been an invaluable friend during Helga's pregnancy, often helping her with her housekeeping tasks yet still finding time to attend to Hiccup and her own duties. She'd also helped the Thornstons deliver their twins two months before and the Hoffersons with their first child the month before that, Valka had even been there to help when Mrs Ingerman had her son even though she was heavily pregnant and Hiccup arrived only a couple of days later. Stoick had been devastated after Valka had been taken and it seemed that Mrs Ingerman had largely taken over caring for Hiccup the last few weeks, according to Gobber the news of Snotlout's birth had been the thing that finally got Stoick to smile since the loss of his wife. In fact the chief had been positively beaming earlier that day when he had arranged with Helga a visit to introduce Hiccup to his cousin tomorrow.

She smiled at the memory and stroked her sleeping child's head again, Spitelout moved round to the other side of the cot and spoke to her, "Stoick's really looking forward to bringing Hiccup tomorrow, Gobber said that he hasn't seen him look so happy since Hiccup was born especially after a few weeks ago."

Helga smiled at him, she knew how hard his sister's death had hit Spitelout yet he'd still remained strong and she was certain that was only because he knew his child was coming soon. He'd carried this sad look in his eyes and she was pretty sure he'd shed his tears silently when she wasn't looking so that she could rest and concentrate on supporting their baby. In a way Snotlout's birth marked the end to the grieving period for them all, Stoick was smiling again, Spitelout had lost the sadness in his eyes and she'd heard whispers that there was a feast being planned to celebrate the new births of the last few months.

Helga watched as Spitelout leaned into the cot and gently kissed his son's head, Snotlout made a small noise in his sleep and grabbed his father's chin and she chuckled softly. Her husband carefully pulled his son's hand away and quickly ran a hand over the boy's head, "Sleep well young warrior."

He quietly went to prepare for bed and Helga also kissed her child's forehead, "You brought a lot of happiness with you Snotlout." She paused before finishing with her usual goodnight, "Sleep well and know we love you."

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-A nice bit of family fluff and a little explanation of the rider's relative ages in my canon. Please let me know what you thought and I may update soon.<strong>_


	12. He's a Jorgenson
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* * *

><p><strong>He's a Jorgenson<strong>

Alvin the Treacherous wished he knew how to shut this stupid little brat up because this incessant wailing was driving him insane.

He'd heard that Stoick was currently in depression after losing his wife and Alvin had undertaken a spying mission Berk to see if it was true. If Stoick was indeed not himself then it could prove to be an excellent time to attack Berk and take it if their chief was not capable of defending them. Unfortunately it seemed that his information was outdated as Stoick was apparently not depressed at all due to the birth of his nephew and Alvin had altered his plans. If the new baby was the reason for Stoick's happiness then it was likely that losing said child would send his former friend into an even greater depression weakening him drastically and Alvin had hidden near the Jorgenson house with his men to await an opportunity.

His rare patience was soon rewarded when the boy's mother was called away to an urgent matter just outside her home and Alvin sent Savage to quickly nip in through the back. In a few moments Savage exited the house carrying a bundle which proved to be the child and the Outcast grinned in delight before taking the bundle and hurrying off with his men back to their hidden ship. They hadn't got far when a women's shrieks announced that the boy's absence had been missed and they picked up the pace knowing that it wouldn't be long before Stoick would pursue with a whole host of warriors. They'd reached the ship just as Stoick burst onto the beach hot on their trail and Alvin's men rowed with all their might to get to deeper water. Their efforts paid off and soon Berk was rapidly fading into the distance and although Stoick would follow Alvin knew that it would take a while to prepare a ship giving them a sizable head start. The outcast had plans for the child, he intended to rear the boy himself and turn him against Berk as the perfect warrior to match Stoick's own son. Together they'd bring Stoick and the whole Haddock line down and Alvin could claim Berk as his own once and for all.

Though he'd have to get the stupid baby to stop crying first.

It wasn't long after they'd made their getaway on the ship that the boy had woken and had instantly began wailing causing most on board to cover their ears. The volume was incredible and Alvin was sure that dragons roared quieter than this baby cried and he yelled over the noise, "'Ow do we shut 'im up!?"

One of his men yelled in answer, "Maybe 'e's 'ungry!" The man then began waving a piece of fish in front of the baby's face, "Ere you go little feller, it's a nice piece of tasty fish."

The boy continued screaming and Alvin cursed his men's incompetence before roughly shoving the man aside, "You pickled-'eaded toad! 'E's too young to eat food like that, 'e needs milk!"

"But we 'avent got any!"

Savage cut in before Alvin began to lay into the hapless outcast, "Maybe we could sing 'im back to sleep until we can find some milk." He then crouched in front of the boy and began singing in a very off-key voice, "'ush little Viking do not cry, or a dragon will come and steal your eye…"

If anything the baby just screamed louder and now most of the crew were covering their ears to block out the sound and Alvin's patience was very near its end, "IF 'E DOESN'T SHUT UP SOON I'LL REALLY GIVE 'IM SOMETHING TO CRY ABOUT!"

Savage tugged at him, "I DON'T WANT TO BE THE BEARER OF BAD NEWS ALVIN BUT LOOK!"

He pointed behind them and Alvin saw two of Berk's ships rapidly catching up with. At the sight of Stoick in the bow of the foremost ship the outcast leader let out a stream of curses that were definitely inappropriate with a baby present.

* * *

><p>Stoick was furious and he was itching to vent his rage upon Alvin for stooping as low as kidnapping his newly born nephew. Spitelout was just as eager and if either of them got their hands on the outcast then he was unlikely to see sunset. It was lucky that Helga had been eventually convinced to stay behind and look after Hiccup because even Spitelout feared the wrath of his wife and if the protective, hacked-off, Viking mother was here then she'd possibly have already swum to the other ship and ripped Alvin and possibly half of his crew apart with her bare hands. As it was Stoick and Spitelout could control their anger but only just. Even though they were over five ship lengths away Snotlout's crying was clearly heard and Spitelout's fatherly instincts went into overdrive. Any formerly conceived plan was thrown to the winds and he did exactly what Helga would've already done.<p>

With a mighty bellow he leapt from the ship and struck out towards Alvin's ignoring the shouts of Stoick and Gobber behind him. He reached the ship in record time and hauled himself aboard. Fortunately the outcasts had been so busy trying to get away and ignore Snotlout's wails they hadn't noticed his approach, powered by the need to reach and protect his son Spitelout charged forwards bulling aside outcasts sending them flying into the sea. Savage saw him coming and abandoned ship to avoid the mighty war-hammer that the Berkian had brought and was swinging at anyone in his way. Some of the others were trampled as Spitelout continued his charge while others dived overboard to avoid him. Alvin heard the commotion and turned to see the juggernaut baring down on him, seeing the look in the man's eye he knew he wouldn't win against the enraged father and Alvin made to join his men in the sea. He paused for a split second debating whether or not he could grab the baby too and his hesitation nearly cost him dearly as Spitelout swung the hammer straight at his head. Alvin dodged back and felt the wind as the hammer head just missed his skull, the force of the swing caused the hammer to slip from Spitelout's hands but the warrior instantly changed his tactics and simply grabbed Alvin with his hands. Lifting the outcast bodily Spitelout brought him over his head and hurled his son's kidnapper overboard with a mighty bellow. Alvin sailed over the heads of his men in the water before landing with a colossal splash a ridiculous distance from the ship.

As the rest of Berk's warriors finally boarded the ship Spitelout went to his son and picked him gently up checking that he wasn't hurt. As soon as he was in his father's arms Snotlout's stopped screaming and his father smiled tearfully in relief before hugging him furiously, "It's okay Snotlout I'm here, Daddy's here, you're safe now." He continued reassuring his child and the boy gave a gurgle in response. As his brother-in-law comforted his boy Stoick gave commands to his men, "Scuttle the ship so they can't retake her and follow us then return to the ships." He gave a brief glance to the outcasts and Alvin floundering in the ocean before turning back to his men, "We're done here."

The ship was quickly scuttled and everyone left her before she sank properly, as they began heading in the direction of Berk Spitelout continued cradling Snotlout. Now that he was back with his father everything was right in the boy's world and he'd peacefully fallen asleep being too young to understand what had happened to him. As Spitelout stroked his sleeping son's head Gobber ambled up to him, "Ye know Spitelout I'm impressed." The father looked up at him in askance as the blacksmith continued, "I mean we were over five ship lengths away and we could still hear Snotlout." Gobber shook his head in disbelief, "Yer boy has the most powerful set of lungs I've ever heard."

Spitelout grinned and shrugged, "He's a Jorgenson."

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-So that's that and I hope you liked it. Please review and I'll see you soon.<strong>_


	13. Grandma Jorgenson-Part 1
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* * *

><p><strong>Grandma Jorgenson-Part 1<strong>

"WHAT!"

Snotlout's shout rang through the academy and the other riders looked at him in surprise as Hiccup spoke apologetically, "I'm sorry Snotlout but she insisted and you know that not even dad would dare say no to her."

"But why does she have to come here now? It wasn't that long ago that I last saw her."

"Snotlout, it's been three years since you last saw her."

"Exactly, it's not been nearly long enough."

"Snotlout!"

"What? You know what she's like!"

"It's not exactly going to be fun for me and dad either. We've got to put up with her as well."

Astrid finally decided to find out what they were talking about, "Guys, who is it that's coming?"

Both boy's looked at her and Hiccup answered, "Grandma Jorgenson."

Astrid was surprised, "Wait, she's still alive? I thought Snotlout was the only Jorgenson."

Snotlout explained, "She and grandad moved to the Meathead tribe to tend to her ailing father when my dad's grandfather died. Mine and Hiccup's grandfather, her husband, died a couple of years after and by that time I'd been born so she stayed with the Meathead's who'd been her original tribe. I last saw her when I travelled with the Meathead's to their island to see her for a couple of weeks after they re-signed the peace treaty three years ago."

He seemed to grimace at the memory and Astrid was confused by his reaction, "So it's a bad thing she's coming to visit?"

"Yes!"

Both boy's answered at the same time and the others were slightly taken aback and Fishlegs asked the next question, "What's so bad about her?"

Hiccup and Snotlout shared a look before Hiccup answered him, "You'll soon find out. She arrives two weeks today."

* * *

><p>Over the next two weeks things largely went as normal though Astrid wondered what Grandma Jorgenson was like and why Snotlout or Hiccup did not seem to want to see their grandmother at all. She'd tried asking Snotlout but he'd just grimace and beg her not to remind him she was coming, when she tried Hiccup he'd just sigh and say she'd find out when she arrived. This meant that when the day of Grandma Jorgenson's arrival came she joined the group that were down on the docks to greet their visitor.<p>

It was a smaller group then normal that was gathered there watching the small ship make its way to the docks, Stoick was of course there since the woman was his mother-in-law and Gobber had also come down with him. Hiccup and Snotlout naturally were there to greet their grandmother and the other riders had also wandered down to satisfy their curiosity. The dragons had been left behind because although Grandma Jorgenson apparently knew about them it was thought best to introduce them to her gently. The riders stood back a bit with Gobber as the family moved forward and the way the three walked looked more like they were heading off to some great battle rather than to meet a relative. As the ship slowed and a couple of other Vikings tied the mooring ropes the three simultaneously took a deep breath and pasted on the most obviously fake smiles Astrid had ever seen. A gangplank came down connecting the ship and dock and then Grandma Jorgenson disembarked.

The jaws of Astrid and the other riders dropped.

She was the tallest person they had ever seen and when she stood on the dock she was revealed to be a whole head taller than Stoick the Vast. Though not bulky like many Vikings she was obviously well muscled and strong and more than capable of holding her own in a fight. She actually looked younger than she should be and the only things giving away her true age was her grey hair tied back in a bun and the wrinkles upon her face. She stared down at her son-in-law and even from several feet away Astrid felt intimidated. Still with his fake smile on Stoick gave a small bow to his mother-in-law, "It's a pleasure to have you back on Berk madam."

She gave an approving nod, "It is a pleasure to be back Stoick." Her eyes narrowed slightly, "I trust Berk has been doing well since I was last here?"

Still smiling Stoick answered, "Never better, the village had actually seen a few developments in recent months as you already know."

Grandma Jorgenson again nodded her approval before switching her gaze to Hiccup and Astrid was reminded of someone eying something they didn't really want to acknowledge. The teen also bowed like his father with the same fake smile on, "It's good to see you again Grandma."

She remained silent for a moment then answered, "Indeed, it's good to see that you're doing well Hiccup."

Her tone suggested that she actually didn't really care how Hiccup was doing but the boy continued smiling and replied, "Thank you Grandma, it's good to see you're also doing well."

Grandma Jorgenson turned her gaze to Snotlout and it was like she became a whole other person upon seeing her younger grandson. Her face broke into a huge smile and in one swift movement she crouched down, scooped him up and tightly hugged him exclaiming excitedly between kisses as she did so, "Little Snotty-poo it's so wonderful to see you again!" She held him at arm's length and looked him up and down, "And look you've grown so big!" She pulled him into another tight hug, "You're going to be such a big strong Jorgenson warrior one day, your mother and father would be so proud of their Snottykins."

As Stoick and Hiccup gave the boy sympathetic looks behind Grandma Jorgenson's back the jaws of the riders dropped once again as they watched Snotlout be coo chi-cooed and cuddled like a toddler by the scariest lady they had ever come across. Tuffnut was the first to manage to actually get his mouth to move, "Are we actually seeing this?"

As Ruffnut and Fishlegs continued gaping Astrid remarked, "If this is what she's like no wonder Snotlout wasn't looking forward to her visit."

Grandma Jorgenson had finally put Snotlout down but was still fussing over him, "I take it our cutest little Jorgenson has been well looked after by his uncle." She whirled around and glared at Stoick who actually slightly quailed under her gaze, "You have been taking good care of him haven't you? He bears the name of my husband's father and is the only Jorgenson left to carry on the family name so you better be looking after him properly."

Stoick quickly answered, "Of course I have. I've been caring for him like he was my own son."

She glared at him for and looked ready to speak again when Gobber coughed, stepped forward and gave a most elegant, sweeping bow for a man with a wooden leg, "Milady Jorgenson, it is an honour to see ye again." He looked up and gave her a charming smile, "I must say yer looking very well, in fact it looks like ye've become younger since we last met."

She walked up to him and gave a smile, "And it appears you're as charming as ever Gobber."

The blacksmith straightened up from his bow, "Ye must be tired after yer journey milady. Perhaps ye'd like me to escort ye and yer family up to the village to eat."

"I would like that Gobber, I am fairly hungry after that journey."

Gobber gestured grandly towards the slope to the village, "After you milady."

She began walking towards the slope and the riders quickly moved to the sides to get out of her way as she swept past. Gobber gave Stoick a thumb up before hobbling after her and the chief and his two boys followed reluctantly behind. Hiccup hung back to speak to the other teens, "Guys, please don't mock Snotlout for what happens to him these next couple of weeks. It's going to be bad enough for him being coo chi cooed like that in front everyone and that won't even be the worst part."

"Nothing could be worse than that!" Tuffnut exclaimed in disbelief.

Hiccup sighed, "Trust me, Snotlout is going to have to cope with worse."

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-So there's the end of part one and I've got some ideas but if anyone has any suggestions of what embarrassing things Grandma Jorgenson could put Snotlout through then please let me know. <strong>_
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* * *

><p><strong>Grandma Jorgenson-Part 2<strong>

Over the last few days Snotlout's pride had been coo chi cooed and coddled into oblivion and no one had the heart to mock him for it. A part of that might have been due to people being scared of his Grandma and not wanting to be caught mocking her 'dear little Snotty-poo' in case she obliterated them for it (no one doubted she was capable of such an act). Largely though it was because many felt sympathetic to the teen's plight because they knew there wasn't much that could be done to stop the embarrassment.

* * *

><p>All the riders except Snotlout were eating together in the Great Hall and Astrid asked Hiccup something that had been bothering her, "Hiccup, why is it that your grandmother seems to completely ignore you yet she practically smothers Snotlout with attention?"<p>

Hiccup threw Toothless a fish as he answered, "He's a Jorgenson and I'm not." Seeing that wasn't enough he explained further, "The chances are that if I was built more like Snotlout she would like me more, as it is I think she has decided that I've somehow shamed the Jorgenson blood I have because I'm not strongly built."

"And the fact that you've befriended a Night Fury and ended a 300 year war by taking down a massive dragon hasn't raised her opinion of you?" Fishlegs said incredulously.

"She wasn't here when that happened and we haven't actually had the chance to tell her the whole story anyway. She's too preoccupied with doting on Snotlout to listen to anything me or dad have to say to her."

"Doesn't it bother you that she's your grandma and she barely wants to have anything to do with you?" Astrid asked.

Hiccup shrugged again, "Not really, it's rare for us to see her at all and she's always been like this. I think it annoys dad but seeing the way she coddles Snotlout to death I prefer her not noticing me."

The loud bang of the Great Hall doors being flung open halted any further conversation as Snotlout sprinted into the hall and headed straight for the rider's table calling frantically as he did so, "Guys, hide me please!"

Hiccup instantly pointed under the table, "Hide under there and stay quiet, I'll see if I can send her elsewhere to look for you."

Needing no second bidding, Snotlout scurried under the table as the riders shuffled their legs about to make room for him and Toothless positioned himself so his body covered the end facing the door, Hiccup quickly briefed them, "Okay guys, if Grandma comes in and asks then Snotlout is out in the forest training, got it?"

He received nods from around the table and Hiccup quickly retook his seat just as Grandma Jorgenson arrived in the hall. She took a quick glance around before walking up to the riders (who were trying hard to act normal) and loomed over them, "Hiccup, have you seen my dear little poppet in here?"

Hiccup was wearing his fake smile that only seemed to appear when speaking to his grandma as he answered, "I'm sorry Grandma but I haven't seen him recently."

Astrid quickly backed him up, "None of us have seen him all day, he often heads into the forest to train so he might be there."

The woman didn't seem to buy it and her eyes narrowed as she fixed them with her lethal glare, "Are you sure?"

As she stared them down Astrid marvelled at how Hiccup could keep his face so straight and innocent in the face of his grandmother's glare. She turned it upon Astrid and the teen had no idea how she managed to keep up her own innocent front when it felt like she was a rabbit being eyed by a giant, hungry eagle. Grandma Jorgenson's gaze then fell upon Fishlegs and the boy began trembling, she raised an eyebrow and it became too much for Fishlegs causing him to blurt out in a rush, "Snotlout's hiding under the table, I'm sorry madam! Please don't hurt me!"

He clapped his hands to his mouth as the twins stared at him, Astrid sighed, Hiccup face-palmed and Toothless gave him a disappointed look. Grandma Jorgenson smiled and easily shoved Fishlegs aside just in time to catch Snotlout as he made an escape bid from under the table. Picking him up she tightly hugged her grandson and he shot a look of betrayal at Fishlegs while her eyes were closed as she exclaimed happily, "My little Snot-pie, I've been looking for you everywhere!"

Struggling to breathe Snotlout managed to gasp out, "Really Grandma?"

She put him back down and pinched his cheeks, "Yes poppet, I've got a wonderful surprise for you." She noticed his dusty trousers from kneeling on the floor, "But you must be so dirty from crawling around that floor. I'll have to bath you first."

"WHAT!"

Snotlout stared at her in horror and she patted him on the head, "Aww you look just like you did when you were a toddler and had been told it was bath time, you used to run all round the house naked trying to avoid it."

As Snotlout placed his head in his hands in embarrassment the other teens and surrounding Vikings shuffled awkwardly while Astrid muttered, "That's one mental image I never wanted to have."

Apparently oblivious to the reactions she was getting Gandma Jorgenson continued speaking, "It was the cutest thing, just like my present for you but I'll need to bath you before anything else."

Snotlout tried to stop her, "Grandma, I can wash myself."

She waved a hand dismissively, "Little boys never wash themselves properly." She picked Snotlout up and tucked him firmly under her arm, "Now no more trying to worm out of it, I am bathing you and that's final."

She strode off towards the doors carrying her grandson who managed to mouth a 'help me' to the others before they vanished outside.

* * *

><p>It was much later before they saw Snotlout again but any of them would be willing to bet that the boy wished they hadn't. It looked like Grandma Jorgenson's surprise was some new clothing, Astrid had heard of granny's knitting their grandchildren embarrassing jumpers but Snotlout's grandma had made him an entire outfit with matching hat and no one really knew what to make of it.<p>

It was mostly dark blue and consisted of a long sleeved shirt and a pair of knee length shorts. It was complemented by a white neckerchief and the white, round, flat-topped hat which had a dark blue ribbon around its base and the ribbon ends hung down to the back of his neck.

All the riders had stopped dead in their tracks and gaped when Snoutlout passed them with his head hanging low as he followed his grandmother through the village. Every other Viking also stared and Mulch even walked slap-bang into a building as he stared at the boy. As more people stared Snotlout's face turned redder and redder and he seemed to almost shrink into himself as if it would magically enable him to disappear. When Snotlout walked up beside Hookfang sunning himself on a large rock the dragon idly looked up at him, he then did a double take and blinked a couple of times before his jaw dropped. It seemed that the Nightmare was torn between laughing at his rider and setting the outfit on fire to spare Snotlout the humiliation of wearing it. He was halted before deciding either way when Grandma Jorgenson began fussing him as much as she fussed Snotlout, it seemed that because he was Snotlout's dragon Hookfang was given the same treatment by the woman as Snotlout himself, much to the Nightmare's dismay. Grandma Jorgenson then produced a hat for Hookfang that matched Snotlout's and placed it upon the Nightmare's head and the dragon showed great self-control when he didn't burn her to a crisp for the humiliation.

Seeing that his younger cousin was miserable at what he and his dragon had to suffer, Hiccup decided that Snotlout was in dire need of rescuing and a serious intervention had to be staged. Turning to the twins behind him, Hiccup spoke, "Ruff, Tuff, I have a job for you that you're gonna love."

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-So there we go and there will be a third part but I'll try not to have anymore then that as it will effectively be a story on its own by then. Please let me know what you thought and I'll try to update soon.<strong>_
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* * *

><p><strong>Grandma Jorgenson-Part 3<strong>

The twins certainly loved the job Hiccup had given them. Basically he'd directed them to a specific section of the island and told them to wreck everything there.

As they flew with Barf and Belch, Ruffnut and Tuffnut practically bounced in excitement at the destruction they were about to unleash. The male twin looked delightedly at his sister, "This is gonna be awesome!"

She nodded eagerly, "I know! I mean Hiccup is actually letting us destroy something."

They arrived at their destination and gazed down at their target. Tuffnut looked undecided, "There's so many things to choose from that I don't know what to trash first."

"Me neither." Ruffnut answered.

The brother's face lit up, "I know! We'll let Barf and Belch decided for us."

Ruffnut thought for a moment then her own face donned an expression that mirrored her brother's, "That's a great idea!"

Together they addressed the dragon below them, "Barf, Belch. WRECK IT ALL!"

The Zippleback heads grinned and the dragon began burning everything in sight with great gusto.

* * *

><p>From further away Hiccup, Astrid and Fishlegs watched as the twins did what they did best and Hiccup smiled, "Well it won't be long until the smoke can be seen from the village, let's get on to the next stage of the plan."<p>

As they headed to the village Fishlegs looked back nervously at the destruction, "Umm, Hiccup. Won't your dad be mad that we've basically burned a huge chunk of the forest down?"

"Don't worry Fishlegs." Hiccup answered, "He was planning to clear that area anyway to make more pasture for the sheep. We've actually saved him several weeks work."

Though not fully convinced, Fishlegs looked a little bit more comfortable and they continued on to the village.

* * *

><p>In the village itself Snotlout was still wearing the embarrassing outfit and he and Hookfang were stuck with Grandma Jorgenson.<p>

Hookfang was not impressed with having to wear the stupid hat the woman had given him and he was silently pleading with his rider to let him burn it. So far Snotlout had deterred the dragon from doing so, as much as he wanted to see the stupid thing burn he knew it would only annoy his gran which no one wanted. As they followed her through the village they could see the other dragons laughing at the Nightmare and Snotlout knew that it wouldn't be long before Hookfang's patience snapped.

Suddenly his gran stopped and gazed out towards the other end of the island, following her gaze Snotlout could see smoke billowing up into the sky. Some of the other villagers were muttering worriedly but Snotlout had flown over that part of the island on Hookfang several times and knew that that specific area was trapped between two spurs of the mountain behind the village, as such any forest fire there was unlikely to spread beyond it so there was little to worry about. However the sight of the rapidly approaching riders made him rethink his original assumption, they headed straight for Stoick and the chief quickly tried to get some answers, "Hiccup, what is going on?"

"There's a rogue dragon burning everything in sight, the twins are trying to distract it but we'll need all the riders if we're going to deal with it."

Snotlout jumped onto Hookfang's back eagerly, "That's my cue, let's go guys!"

Stoick nodded in agreement, "Be careful."

Hiccup answered, "We will."

As they took to the air they could clearly hear Grandma Jorgenson calling behind them, "Be careful Snot-pie and you lot better take care of him out there and bring my little Snotty-poo back safely."

Hiccup called back cheerily, "Don't worry Grandma we will."

They flew quickly towards the smoke and Snotlout felt his excitement build as they got closer. He was then disappointed when he saw that it was only the twins wreaking havoc and not a rogue dragon like he was expecting. It then turned to surprise when Hiccup called over to the twins, "Okay guys that'll do, stop burning everything now. Astrid, Fishlegs get the large water basin we set up and put out the fires."

As the other two went to fetch the basin Ruffnut and Tuffnut flew towards them grumbling, "But we were enjoying the destruction."

"Yeah, you always ruin our fun too soon Hiccup."

Hiccup sighed, "Just help Astrid and Fishlegs with the water would you."

As the twins flew off still moaning Snotlout looked at in confusion, "Wait, where's the rogue dragon?"

Hiccup grinned, "There isn't one. We just needed a good excuse to drag you away from Grandma."

"Huh?"

"C'mon Snotlout, the embarrassment was killing you and Hookfang. I decided it was best to get you away from her for a couple of hours but I couldn't do that without some crisis to use as an excuse so we created one."

Snotlout smiled gratefully "Hiccup, thanks I owe you one."

"You owe me nothing, c'mon lets help the others put out these fires then we can head out to some of the other islands away from Berk. I've got your normal clothes so you can change out of that outfit, just make sure you change back before Grandma sees you."

He grinned at his younger cousin before he and Toothless shot off to help the others, Snotlout patted Hookfang, "You hear that Hookfang? We get to spend at least a couple of hours away from her."

The dragon growled happily before powering off to join the other dragons and riders.

* * *

><p>It was actually several hours before they finally came back to Berk, partly because the twins had been so exuberant in their rampage it took a while to put out the fire but mostly it was because they were enjoying themselves too much. As Hiccup had said they did head out to one of the other islands after Snotlout had changed his clothes and the flight turned into a race. From there they had a trick contest, aerial tag, Snotlout and Tuffnut engaged in a wrestling match and they all lazed on the beach. Eventually the sun began to set and Hiccup reluctantly decided they had to head back before Berk sent out a search party.<p>

The flight back was leisurely and night had nearly arrived before they finally approached Berk. Snotlout had put the outfit his gran had made for him back on and Hookfang had eventually been convinced to have his own hat put back on, as they landed Stoick greeted them his eyes twinkling knowingly, "So, I assume that that rogue dragon has been dealt with then?"

Hiccup grinned at his father, "Yes but it proved to be quite difficult to handle which is why we took so long to get back."

The chief raised his eyebrow, "Aye, I'm sure that's the reason."

Any further conversation was interrupted as Stoick was knocked to the side by Grandma Jorgenson as she charged at Snotlout and pulled him into one of her hugs, "Snottykins you're back!" She smothered him with kisses as she continued speaking, "I was so worried but I'm sure one dragon wasn't a problem for my sweet, little Jorgenson warrior, especially with that adorable outfit on."

As she kept cuddling him Snotlout managed to give her an answer, "Um…yeah."

"Oh you're such a dear, I've made a wonderful dinner for you but dealing with that dragon has made you so dirty I'll have to bath you before you eat."

"AGAIN?!"

She ignored Snotlout and began walking towards the house still cuddling him, "I've got some lovely scented soap for you and a whole new outfit for you to wear tomorrow."

At this Snotlout's look turned to one of horror and he gazed back pleadingly at Hiccup over his grandma's shoulder, Hiccup just shrugged apologetically and the other riders gave him looks of pity as they vanished up to the hill. When they'd gone Stoick turned to Hiccup, "Is there any chance you could come up with another crisis to rescue Snotlout tomorrow?"

Hiccup answered, "I'll see what I can do."

* * *

><p>After several days it was finally time for Grandma Jorgenson to sail home and Snotlout couldn't wait for her to leave.<p>

Despite Hiccup's best efforts they couldn't always get Snotlout away from his gran and he largely had to put up with her coddling. It didn't help that she started to get suspicious of Hiccup's activities and by the end of her stay it seemed that half the village had to get involved in an elaborate plot just so Snotlout could have even an hour away from her. Hookfang was also happy to see her go and everyone wondered how the normally short-tempered dragon managed not to set fire to the woman for what she'd put him through.

They were on the docks and Grandma Jorgenson had already said her goodbyes to Stoick and Hiccup but her ones to Snotlout were taking considerably longer and with a lot more cuddling and coo-chi cooing.

"I'm going to miss you so much my little, adorable, Snotty-boy." She turned to Hookfang, "And you as well you great, big, cute dragon." The Nightmare snorted in response and she returned her attention to her youngest grandson and patted his cheeks, "Now you be a good boy for your uncle who is going to take good care of you." She fixed Stoick with a glare and her voice became threatening, "Aren't you Stoick?"

The chief was quick to answer, "Of course I will madam."

Satisfied she turned are gaze upon the other riders standing nearby, "You'll all make sure my little Snottykins stays safe won't you?"

The teens snapped to attention and nearly saluted as they answered, "Yes ma'am."

She turned once more to Snotlout and smothered him with kisses, "Goodbye my little Jorgenson warrior."

Extracting himself from her embrace he finally managed to speak, "Goodbye Grandma."

Giving him one last hug and kiss she boarded the ship and stood in the stern waving as it sailed off, "Goodbye Snotty-poo, I'll try and visit again soon."

While continuing to smile and wave back Snotlout quietly muttered, "Please don't."

* * *

><p>The next day all the outfits Grandma Jorgenson had given Snotlout magically disappeared never to be seen again and Hookfang looked just a bit too innocent when someone mentioned it.<p>

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-So there we are and please let me know what you thought.<strong>_** Transformers 0**_** I'll probably use your suggestion for the next chapter so hopefully I'll update soon.**_
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* * *

><p><strong>A Day at the Pool<strong>

Hiccup could feeling himself sweating as he tried to conduct a training session in the Academy. It had become unusually warm on Berk the last few days and while it had been enjoyable at first the heat was now becoming a bit too much.

Most of them were feeling lethargic as it felt too hot to do much and a lot of Vikings had taken to going into the Great Hall during the hottest part of the day where it was a lot cooler. Even the dragons were lazier than usual but it seemed it was because they wanted to bask in the sun as much as possible and not because they were uncomfortable. Hiccup had tried to run the Academy as normal but even he didn't feel up to doing much with this heat and he was coping better than most. Snotlout was worst off out of the riders and it was obvious the heat was really taking its toll on him as he seemed to be finding it really difficult to stay focused on anything and would try and stay in the shade as much as possible.

Wiping sweat from his brow, Hiccup made to write something on the stone slab they used as a chalk board then put the chalk down in defeat, "There's no way we can do any training with this heat." He turned to the other teens, "Guys, we're going swimming."

* * *

><p>They managed to stir the dragons long enough to fly to the Cove and the fire lizards gave them just enough time to dismount before ambling over to a sunny corner to bask on some warm boulders. The girls went behind a rocky outcrop to change into swimming clothes while Snotlout, Tuffnut and Fishlegs simply took off their tops, boots and socks before heading for the Cove's deep pool.<p>

Snotlout charged and leapt into the water with a large splash and surfaced delightedly, "It's so wonderfully cold."

Tuffnut followed with his own leap and instantly started trying to dunk Snotlout who simply grabbed the boy and dunked him first. Fishlegs was next in and he slowly entered the water until Tuffnut simply pulled him in and dunked him instead of Snotlout. The girls soon joined them with Ruffnut leaping in like the others while Astrid walked calmly in and swam serenely out to where the others were.

Hiccup was last because he required a bit more preparation. When he was first getting used to his false leg he'd worried that he wouldn't be able to swim again, Gobber assured him that he would but he would never swim as strongly as he had with both legs. In true Hiccup style the teen had applied his mind to the problem and invented a flipper attachment for his leg, to balance it out he'd also created a sort of flipper boot for his other foot as well. Not only had his invention allowed him to swim properly again but it also made him go faster than he'd been able to when he had both legs. The flaw was they took a while to put on and he couldn't walk properly on land while wearing them but he counted them a success anyway.

With both flippers on Hiccup made his way awkwardly into the water and struck out to the centre of the pool where the others were. The cold water felt wonderful after the sweltering heat they'd been enduring and they found themselves invigorated and full of energy. At first they just swam about occasionally splashing and dunking each other but soon they decided to have a race across the pool, surprisingly enough Snotlout was reluctant to race but the others were eager so he eventually agreed. Hiccup stayed out to act as judge because he agreed that his flippers gave him an unfair advantage while taking them off would give him an unfair disadvantage and the others lined up at the starting point.

Positioned at the finish line on the other side of the pool Hiccup raised a hand in the air, "Ready, steady…GO!" He brought his hand down and the others instantly began swimming as fast as they could. At first Astrid was in the lead but she was passed by Ruffnut and Fishlegs in very short order and Tuffnut was rapidly catching up. As Hiccup watched he found himself slightly surprised at how fast Fishlegs and Ruffnut could swim, the two were closely tied for the lead and they were rapidly increasing the gap between themselves and the others. Astrid and Tuffnut were also closely matched but the girl was remaining firmly ahead of the male twin for the moment. Snotlout however was lagging behind badly and Hiccup was beginning to see why his cousin had been reluctant to race, it seemed that the youngest of the riders wasn't a very strong swimmer. While it wasn't that Snotlout couldn't swim it was obvious that he found it hard to do so with any great speed and for a long length of time. Hiccup wondered why he hadn't noticed before but then he realised that when they'd been swimming together they'd actually mostly just played around like they'd been doing earlier and he'd never seen Snotlout swim for very long or far.

Fishlegs and Ruffnut were quickly approaching and Hiccup thought it was going to be a draw when Fishlegs suddenly put on a burst of speed and pulled ahead. Ruffnut tried hard to catch up but she had neither the energy nor the time and the boy crossed the line first. Ruffnut crossed in second and turned to see her brother and Astrid approaching neck and neck, Hiccup prepared to judge a close call when Tuffnut got a little extra speed and pulled just enough ahead to claim third leaving Astrid fourth.

As Fishlegs celebrated his victory and Astrid demanded that Tuffnut give her a rematch Hiccup swam over to Snotlout who'd stopped swimming halfway through the race and began treading water, "Lout, you okay? Do you want to rest on shore for a bit?"

The boy was panting heavily but managed to answer, "I'm fine, I'm not tired at all. I just stopped to let the others have a win before I beat them in the next race." Hiccup gave him the look that showed he didn't believe him and the younger boy sighed, "Fine I admit it, I'm tired but I don't want the others to know that I can't even swim one length of a pool." He looked towards the shore nervously, "And honestly, I don't think I've got the energy to swim back to shallower water."

Unbeknownst to the two cousins the others had swum up to join them and Astrid spoke, "Don't worry Snotlout, we'll help you get back."

Hiccup turned in surprise as his cousin protested, "No guys it's okay, I can make it back on my…WAHH!"

Snotlout gave a yelp of surprise as something surfaced beneath him and Hiccup found himself face to face with Toothless. The Dragon smiled before giving Hiccup a slobbery lick and warbling at Snotlout as he clung to the Night Fury's back. Hiccup grinned at his friend, "Hey bud, I guess you want to join us huh."

The dragon growled in agreement and Hiccup had a sudden idea and he spoke to the others, "Fishlegs, Ruffnut, you're obviously great swimmers so what do you think about trying to beat Toothless while he's carrying Snotlout?"

Ruffnut answered eagerly, "Competing against a dragon? Count me in!"

Fishlegs looked thoughtful, "I suppose it would be a good time to study the swimming abilities of a Night Fury so yes I'll do it."

Hiccup addressed his friend, "Well bud, do you think you can beat these guys?"

The dragon gave a happy roar in response and began swimming to the starting point.

* * *

><p>Toothless quickly proved that even carrying Snotlout he could swim faster than Fishlegs or Ruffnut and it actually took Hiccup with his flippers to match the dragon's speed.<p>

As the day wore on the teens all swam and played in the pool and it wasn't long before the other dragons also began to join in the fun. Adapting Hiccup's initial idea they started having dragon swimming races and discovered that Stormfly was particularly adept in the water. Meatlug on the other hand wasn't so good and Fishlegs started teaching her to at least doggy paddle and made a good deal of progress. Barf and Belch were quite happy to act as diving boards and they had a trick dive competition while Hookfang found a lot of pleasure in randomly picking riders up and dropping or tossing them back into the pool. The Nightmare also heated his skin up and caused the water around him to bubble warmly which the girls particularly enjoyed. They spent all day at the Cove in the pool and even though Snotlout often got too tired to keep swimming one the dragons was always willing to let him ride on their backs for a bit so he didn't have to miss the fun.

Sunset found them all lying contentedly on the ground at the pool's edge drying off before they returned to the village and Hiccup gave a contented sigh, "That was a good day." He sat up and addressed the others, "Anyone who thinks we should do this again some time say 'aye'"

The answer was unanimous,

"Aye!"

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-I hope you all enjoyed that and please let me know what you thought and I'll hopefully update soon.<strong>_


	17. Spitelout and Helga

_**Author's Note:**_

_**Hello and here is a long chapter for you all. This one is all about Snotlout's parents and is sort of a series of snippets of their life together. Thank you **_**Hiccupisnotusless **_**for your review and I'll look at doing your suggestion for the next chapter. I hope you enjoy the chapter and any ideas are still welcome.**_

_**I own nothing.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Spitelout and Helga<strong>

Valka watched as her eighteen year old brother Spitelout idly shoved his food around his plate rather than devouring it like he usually did. She lightly nudged him in the ribs to get his attention, "C'mon Lout, what's gotten into you?"

He looked at his sixteen year old sister briefly before resuming to stare at his plate, "Nothing Valka, I'm fine."

She folded her arms, "Like I believe that." She then noticed him looking quickly at something across the Great Hall and noting what it was she leaned towards him conspiratorially, "Its Helga isn't it, you have a thing for her don't you?"

"No I don't!" Spitelout's swift denial confirmed her suspicions and Valka gave him the look that said she saw right through her brother's words, he sighed resignedly, "Okay fine, I have a thing for her. In fact it's a bit more than a thing, I think I love her."

Valka's eyes widened, while her brother had always flirted with most of the girls he'd never actually said he thought he loved any of them so if he was saying it now he was most likely serious about it. As such she decided to lend him a hand, "Well sitting here staring at her isn't going to get you anywhere. You should go and talk to her."

"What!"

She rolled her eyes, "Really Spitelout, you've flirted with almost every girl on Berk and when you finally think you love one of them you're too scared to talk to her."

"I am not too scared! I'm just thinking about what I'm going to say to her." She fixed him with the 'look' again and he relented, "Fine, I'm too scared. Happy now?"

Valka turned so she was facing her brother properly, "Trust me, speaking to a girl you like isn't that bad. You just need to go and do it." She leaned forward and looked him dead in the eye, "You're a warrior who's faced down Monstrous Nightmares. A simple talk with a girl is going to be easy so you're going to tackle this straight on like a true Jorgenson and talk to her right now, got it?"

He nodded obediently and took a deep breath before standing and making his way over to Helga. Valka watched as her brother nervously spoke to the girl and soon he and Helga were sitting together chatting away. Satisfied with her work, Valka got up and went to see her boyfriend Stoick.

* * *

><p>It had just been the wedding of the new Chief Stoick and Valka and the celebrations had been going for much of the night with little sign of stopping.<p>

A twenty-two year old Spitelout and the twenty-one year old Helga snuck out of the Great Hall to find a bit of peace and quiet to spend some time alone together. They had been good friends for the last four years and courting properly since the previous spring and Spitelout had no doubt that this was the woman he wished to marry.

They settled down at the top of some of the east facing sea cliffs and sat together talking quietly about the wedding that day. Spitelout was proud of his sister and he was confident she was in good hands with Stoick and would make a fine chief's wife. As the night wore on their conversation drifted on to other topics and eventually it lapsed into a comfortable silence. As the sun began to rise Spitelout decided to do something he'd been working up the courage to do for a long time and he turned and knelt in front of Helga.

She'd been leaning against him and was surprised at his sudden movement, "Spitelout?"

Taking her hands in his Spitelout looked directly into her face, "Helga, I can't even start to say how much I love you and our time together has only made it grow and now there is nothing I wouldn't do for you so please." He bowed his head, "If you love me as much as I love you, will you do me the honour of allowing me to take your hand in marriage."

Helga gave him one of her most beautiful smiles and leant forward towards him, "Of course I will Spitelout."

He smiled back and they both leant into a kiss as the dawn painted the sky in glorious fiery hues behind them.

%%%%

When they returned to the Great Hall the celebrations were still in full swing and they tried to enter unobtrusively. They'd decided to hold off announcing their engagement for a couple of days so as not to take away from Valka and Stoick's special day but they couldn't quite mask their feelings of joy.

Valka saw them enter and she made her way through the throngs of rowdy and largely drunk Vikings to meet them. As she approached she noticed them trying hard to hide grins of delight and she knew exactly what had happened while they were gone. Finally reaching them she pulled her brother into a hug, "Lout, you've finally done it."

Spitelout was caught off guard, "What are you talking about?"

She pulled away and grinned, "You both left the celebrations for hours and then came back with the biggest grins I've ever seen. It's obvious what has happened." She began tugging them both towards the centre of the hall, "You need to announce it to everyone."

Spitelout tried to protest, "Valka it's yours and Stoick's big day, we don't want to take away from it."

She dismissed his argument, "Don't be like that, you're not taking from anything and as the chief's wife I insist you announce your engagement."

Seeing that they weren't going to win the argument they allowed themselves to be led to the hall's centre and Valka got Stoick to quiet the crowd. With the room silent Valka spoke out clearly, "Everyone, my brother Spitelout and Helga have an important announcement to make."

As all eyes turned on them, Spitelout and Helga stood awkwardly in the centre and Spitelout nervously spoke out, "We were going to wait for a couple of days but my sister insisted that we make the announcement now." They shared a look before he continued, "Helga and I are now engaged."

There was a moment of silence before Spitelout's grandfather broke it by leaping in the air despite his age yelling jubilantly, "ATTA BOY SPITELOUT! WELL DONE LAD!"

Congratulations flew in thick and fast and with a whole new reason to keep going the celebrations continued anew.

* * *

><p>Making their way back from the chief's house, Spitelout and Helga were in no hurry and walked slowly as they headed home.<p>

The last couple of years had seemed to go by extremely quickly, after their announcement of their engagement it had been several months before they were actually married due to a particularly harsh winter delaying the wedding till spring. Spitelout had then got his revenge on his sister for making him announce his engagement to the whole village when he did exactly the same thing to her at his wedding and made her announce that she was pregnant. The few months after that were filled with anticipation as the village awaited the birth of a possible future chief and Helga had been doing what she could to support her sister-in-law. There was then a night of anxious worry when the baby came prematurely and many feared that the child wouldn't survive the birth but eventually Valka delivered the little boy as dawn arrived. Spitelout had held his nephew for the first time that day and he was amazed at how small the boy was. The child's size had meant that he'd been given the name Hiccup but Stoick insisted that his son would one day be the strongest of all. Spitelout noticed that the child seemed to have trouble breathing and Valka had said that Gothi thought there was still a good chance the boy wouldn't survive. He could tell his sister was worried and he prayed that his nephew would make it.

As they walked Helga suddenly stopped and grabbed her husband's hand. He looked at her in surprise, "Is something wrong?"

She laughed and shook her head, "No there's nothing wrong. In fact it's something very good."

"What is it?"

"I went to Gothi this morning when you were helping with that large catch of fish."

He held back his impatience as he tried to hurry his wife along, "And?"

She smiled mischievously as she drew out her husband's tension, "And I asked her something and she gave me some really, really good news in answer. I didn't believe it at first but then she said…"

It became too much for Spitelout, "Please just tell me already!"

Grinning she said two words, "I'm pregnant."

"You're WHAT?!"

Grinning even more at his reaction she repeated herself, "I'm pregnant dear. We're going to have a baby."

His jaw dropped and he tried hard to comprehend what she'd said, "You're pregnant?"

"Yes."

"With a baby?"

"Yes."

"An actual, real, baby?"

"Yes."

He turned away for a moment before turning back again saying in disbelief, "I'm going to be a father."

Laughing Helga took Spitelout's arm and led her shocked husband home to a large tankard of mead.

* * *

><p>The next several months passed in a blur peppered with moments of grief.<p>

Firstly Spitelout lost his grandfather and his mother and father had moved to the Meathead tribe to look after his mother's father who was now very ill and elderly. The passing of old Snotlout Jorgenson had actually been a major blow to the village as he'd been one of their oldest, wisest and most respected council members and the model warrior many Vikings strove to be. Then he'd lost his sister Valka in one of the raids and with Helga so far along in her pregnancy he'd taken to hiding his grief so as to make sure his wife and future child were well cared for. Now he feared that he'd lose them too because Helga was now two weeks beyond Gothi's prediction for the birth and she'd fallen ill.

Gothi now didn't leave Helga's side because the baby could come at any moment and the birth was no doubt going to be long and difficult for both mother and child. Spitelout was just as loyal in remaining with his wife and he found himself praying almost constantly that both his child and wife would survive. Of course just too really make things worse the baby chose to come right in the middle of a dragon raid.

Spitelout could hear the roars, shouts and sounds of conflict outside even as he listened to his wife screaming in labour. Mrs Ingerman was frantically scurrying around the room as she assisted Gothi in delivering the child having managed to leave her own son in the safety of the Great Hall with the other children. Despite the battle outside Spitelout remained firmly by Helga's side knowing that his wife and child were currently the most vulnerable things on the island and not only did Helga need him there but he was not going to let a dragon anywhere near her. Holding a war-hammer in one hand he held Helga's with the other as she tightly gripped it with each scream. It continued for hours with both Spitelout and Mrs Ingerman encouraging Helga through the birth as the raid carried on beyond the house. Eventually the sounds outside began to die away and Helga summoned up all her strength and determination to make sure her child survived his birth.

As the raid ended leaving a deathly hush the thin cry of a new born baby was heard.

* * *

><p>"I want to go!"<p>

Spitelout looked pleadingly at his wife and Helga simply smiled sweetly and continued loading the small boat forcing him to turn back to his pouting son.

Snotlout had grown quickly in the last five years and was already showing signs of a strong, tough build. Unfortunately he also seemed to have picked up the Jorgenson's hard headedness and the boy was determined to go with his parents on their hunting trip. They were planning to be gone for a few weeks and they had decided that Snotlout was still too young for a trip of such a length, the problem was convincing Snotlout of this.

Spitelout knelt down in front of his son, "Snotlout, you're not old enough for a trip like this yet. It'll be too dangerous for you to come as well and you've got morning lessons as well."

The five year old folded his arms stubbornly, "I can handle it daddy and it won't matter if I miss a few lessons. I want to go with you."

"No Snotlout, you can't come."

The boy stopped pouting and looked down knowing that when his father spoke in that tone he was serious. He spoke meekly, "How long will you be gone?"

Spitelout placed a hand on the boy's shoulder and spoke in a softer tone, "We'll be back before you know it and until then you'll be with Uncle Stoick and Hiccup, you like playing with Hiccup don't you?"

Snotlout scuffed his feet, "Yeah but…"

Seeing his son's unease Spitelout pulled something from his satchel he was wearing speaking as he did so, "I was going to give this to you on your next birthday but I think you can have it now." He plonked a helmet adorned with curled ram horns on his son's head, chuckling a little when it slipped over the boy's eyes, "My grandad gave this to me when I was young and I tend to keep it as a spare. I thought you might like it."

His son pulled it off and admired it before hugging his father, "Thanks daddy, its awesome."

Smiling, Spitelout returned the hug then pulled away, "Now, you behave for your uncle and we'll see you in a couple of weeks."

Putting his new helmet back on Snotlout gave him another hug, "Bye daddy."

"Bye son."

Having finished loading the boat while they were talking, Helga came over and picked her son up kissing his forehead as she did so. Snotlout gave a couple of grumbles at this but returned the hug regardless as she said her own goodbyes to him. Now all ready to go they got into the boat and pushed off from the dock and set sail.

Looking back Spitelout smiled at the sight of his son perched on Stoick's shoulders trying to keep his slightly too big helmet straight with one hand while waving goodbye with the other.

* * *

><p>Spitelout's chest was burning with pain and he could feel the other wounds littering his body as well as he lay there unable to move alongside Helga.<p>

Their hunting trip had gone well and they'd travelled between several islands without incident until a pirate vessel had appeared. While it was a rare occurrence it had been known for some Viking vessels to go rogue and desert their tribe, turning to piracy instead. Normally the pirate's original tribe would catch up and deal with such deserters before they became a major problem but occasionally one such vessel would escape and continue to prey upon other ships.

He and Helga had tried to evade the other ship but it was faster than their own vessel and it soon caught up to them. Being Vikings however they refused to surrender and the pirates boarded their boat and forced them to fight.

It had been short and brutal with both Helga and Spitelout taking out several pirates, Spitelout even managed to land a hefty blow upon their captain seriously injuring and possible killing the man, however the sheer advantage of numbers meant that they were soon overwhelmed. Helga had gone down first as a strongly built man struck her in the chest with a massive axe, Spitelout was struck down by the same man shortly after but he managed to land a fatal blow on his attacker before he fell.

As he lay on the deck, Spitelout felt his strength flee his body rendering him helpless. One look at his wife showed that Helga was fading fast and that death was upon her. Movement above attracted his attention and he looked up to see a young man, barely an adult, standing over him with a large mace. The other pirates seemed to have realised that their victims could no longer fight and had given the final blow to this young man, he smiled macabrely down at him and said something but Spitelout's ears had stopped working and he couldn't hear his words. As the mace was raised silently above the man's head Spitelout used the last of his strength to hold Helga's hand, he felt her squeeze his hand in response promising him that they'd go to Valhalla together.

In the last few moments as the mace swung down, Spitelout thought of Snotlout and wished he could've seen his precious son one last time.

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-I hope you all liked that and please give me your thoughts on it and I'll hopefully update again soon.<strong>_


	18. Once Upon a Time
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_**Hello and sorry for not updating this fic for so long, firstly I was writing 'Unnoticed and Unsaid' and then I started a new AU in 'Family of Fire' which took up my time but now I've finally updated. This chapter involves Hiccup telling a story that draws from our fairy-tales and even has mentions of a couple of other things to. Thank you those who've continued to support this fic and I hope you enjoy the chapter.**_

_**I own nothing.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Once Upon a Time<strong>

The night was peaceful on Berk and most were well abed and sleeping. However in a certain hut belonging to a certain chief two particular teens were wide awake.

Both Hiccup and Snotlout hadn't felt that sleepy and were sat up in bed and Toothless was also awake, they'd decided to fall back on an old technique they used to use when sleep proved elusive which was have Hiccup tell a story. Both Snotlout and Toothless sat quietly as Hiccup began to speak, beginning the story.

"Once upon a time…"

"Why do you always start with that?"

Hiccup had stopped at Snotlout's interruption and looked confused, "Start with what?"

"Once upon a time." The younger cousin clarified, "You always start your stories with that. Why not start it with some other opening?"

"Like what?"

Snotlout thought for a moment, "How about 'A long, long time ago in a galaxy far, far away'."

"But that doesn't make any sense and what is a galaxy anyway?"

"I don't know." Snotlout answered, "It sounded cool, way cooler than 'Once upon a time'."

Hiccup shook his head, "Look you start your stories your way and I'll start my stories my way. Okay?"

Snotlout shrugged, "Okay then, yours can start your way."

Hiccup sighed before starting again, "Once upon a time, in a great kingdom lived two cousins, Hiccup and Snotlout, in a small house at the edge of a great forest. They'd both been orphaned and…"

"Why are we orphaned?"

Hiccup gave a patient sigh and answered his cousin, "Because it's a part of the story."

"But why?"

Hiccup breathed heavily through his nose before answering, "I could go into a long and detailed explanation but it would use up a lot of time. The story versions of us are orphaned and that's all we need to know, if you really want you can invent a whole tale of how they got orphaned but could you please let me carry on."

"Fine."

Hiccup breathed in to get his thoughts back on track and continued, "Both the cousins had been orphaned and now had to work hard for their wicked guardian. She was a cruel woman who made Snotlout toil day after day in the garden growing the food they ate as Hiccup was forced to cook, sew and clean while she did nothing, she never praised or thanked them for their work and often beat them because she wasn't satisfied and the cousins often went hungry. One day their guardian wanted mushrooms to eat with her dinner that night so she sent both Hiccup and Snotlout out to the forest to gather some…"

"Why did we have to go to the forest? Weren't there any mushrooms growing in the garden?"

Hiccup sighed, "No, we couldn't grow mushrooms in the garden so we had to get them from the forest."

"Why?"

"Because that's the way it worked."

"But why?"

"Because it's my story, that's why!" Hiccup glared at his cousin and Snotlout gave him a mischievous grin in return. Taking a deep breath Hiccup carried on, "So Hiccup and Snotlout went out into the forest to gather mushrooms but no matter how much they searched they couldn't find any. As the day went on the cousins began to get hungry, they hadn't been given any dinner the night before and their wicked guardian hadn't given them any lunch to take with them but they continued to search. The day went on and on and the two cousins became hungrier and hungrier but still they couldn't find any mushrooms…"

"Wow, we're really bad at finding mushrooms." Snotlout commented.

Hiccup just rolled his eyes and continued, "Eventually, deep in the woods, they found a small cottage but it was made from gingerbread…"

"Wait! Gingerbread!" Snotlout exclaimed, "How do you even make a whole house from gingerbread? What if it rains? Will it just get soggy and fall apart? What happens then?"

Hiccup gave another sigh, "It's just a story Snotlout, it's a cottage made from gingerbread that stays fine even if it rains, okay?" He took another deep breath and continued, "Each windowsill and the roof of the cottage was delicately iced and the smell of gingerbread hung on the air making the stomachs of the hungry cousins growl. They were so hungry that they didn't think and they both went over to the house and each broke off a small piece of the front door and ate it. Instantly both cousins felt very drowsy and they drifted off into a deep sleep for the gingerbread of the cottage had been enchanted by its owner, a wicked witch called…"

"Astrid."

"We are not calling the witch Astrid!"

"Why not?"

"We're just not, okay."

"Is it because you…"

Hiccup hurriedly cut across his cousin, "The wicked witch who owned the cottage was called Elphaba and…"

"Who calls a witch Elphaba?"

Hiccup ignored Snotlout and kept going, "The wicked witch was called Elphaba and she'd enchanted the gingerbread to make anyone who ate it fall into a deep sleep and only she knew the spell to wake them. Shortly after Hiccup and Snotlout fell asleep Elphaba returned home and found them outside her house, upon seeing them she gave an evil laugh and spoke to herself."

Hiccup then put on his 'wicked witch voice',

""What have we here? Two children entrapped by my little spell." She gave another evil cackle and then proceeded to drag the sleeping cousins inside, she shoved Snotlout into a cage and sat Hiccup by a large bubbling cauldron before chanting the spell to wake them both. The moment they woke both boys jumped in fright and Hiccup made to run to his imprisoned cousin but the witch cast another spell that held him in place. Wasting no time the witch began gloating, "You boys ate my house and now you're in my power." She addressed Hiccup, "You can clean my house from top to bottom you scrawny little thing. I want everything scrubbed, polished and swept before the day is up or I might just use you in one of my nasty spells." She then looked at Snotlout, "And as for you, you may be underfed but you have a fair bit of muscle. No doubt you'll taste delicious."…"

"Wait! She's going to eat me!" Snotlout exclaimed, interrupting Hiccup's story once again, "This is twisted Hiccup! You're only doing this because I suggested that we call the witch Astrid."

Hiccup just smiled evilly before continuing the story, "At Elphaba's words both cousins were filled with dread, Hiccup was released from the holding spell and was instantly set to work cleaning the house while Snotlout could only sit in the cage awaiting his inevitable fate. As the day drew into night a voice was heard from outside the cottage, "Hello, is anyone in there." Hiccup and Snotlout both recognised it as the voice of their wicked guardian, she'd come into the forest to search for them thinking they'd tried to run away and meant to beat them before dragging them back to the house. The moment she heard the voice, the witch snapped her fingers and some ropes wound about Hiccup and a cloth gagged his mouth. She did the same to Snotlout and then shoved Hiccup into the cage with him before covering it with a cloth hiding it from view. Sat bound and gagged in the cage the two cousins heard voices as the witch opened the door and invited their wicked guardian in, the voices grew louder as they entered the kitchen where the large cauldron bubbled away until there was a sudden thud followed by a loud splash. The cover was whipped of the cage and there stood the witch but there was no sign of their wicked guardian and Elphaba cackled wickedly, "Well then my pretties it looks like I've just been supplied a wonderful dinner tonight so it looks like you'll have to be served up tomorrow." She cackled again before hauling Hiccup out of the cage and untying both his and Snotlout's ropes with a snap of her fingers and set Hiccup to work once again."

Snotlout gaped at his cousin, "Seriously Hiccup, I know she was wicked but you just caused our guardian to be boiled in a huge cauldron! I do not remember you're stories being that sadistic."

Giving another evil grin Hiccup pressed on with the tale, "Now in this same forest was travelling a kindly woodcutter called Gobber…"

"Wait! Gobber!?"

Hiccup just nodded and carried on, "He was a canny fellow and he came upon the gingerbread house in the evening of the day after the two cousins but he did not eat any of the enchanted gingerbread for he'd heard stories about the witch that lived there. Instead he called out loudly, "Can a humble traveller be granted rest at this lovely cottage?" As before the witch bound and gagged both Hiccup and Snotlout, shoved Hiccup into the cage and covered it before opening the door. Upon seeing her the woodcutter gave an elegant bow as he addressed the witch, "My dear lady, may I be so bold as to request a meal and a roof to sleep beneath tonight. My journey has been long and I am weary." The witch put on a kindly smile and gestured into the cottage, "But of course my dear fellow, I have just put on a cauldron of soup that I'm sure will dispel your weariness." Despite her pretence, Gobber was not fooled but he entered the cottage with a thankful smile and allowed the witch to take his coat and guide him into the kitchen. Bound and gagged as they were Hiccup and Snotlout could not make any noise to let the woodcutter know they were there and could only listen as the witch tried to entice him closer to the cauldron, "The soup is ready. Perhaps you would wish to taste some straight from the pot." Gobber however saw through her scheme and could sense her evil intent so instead he answered, "My dear lady it would be most impolite of me to eat your fine cooking before yourself. I beg that you have some before me." Though slightly irritated by this the witch gave yet another smile, "But of course weary traveller, if that is what you wish." She turned to ladle some of the cauldron's contents into a bowl and Gobber seized his chance, he snuck up behind and gave her a hard push. Elphaba had time for one scream before she fell into the cauldron with a large splash and died instantly. Gobber had noticed the covered cage and he went over and pulled off the cloth revealing the two captive cousins, breaking open the cage he untied them both and led them outside where they told him everything that had happened to them. His heart was moved by their tale and he took them both in and reared them like his own, and they all lived happily ever after."

Having finished his story Hiccup grinned at Snotlout, "So, what did you think?"

Snotlout remained silent for a bit before finally answering, "Hiccup, in the last ten years I never realised you could be so twisted."

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-So Hiccup manages to tell a story despite Snotlout's interruptions. Please let me know what you think and I may update soon but I can't say for certain. <strong>_


	19. Oceanic Support
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* * *

><p><strong>Oceanic Support<strong>

This was definitely the last place Snotlout wanted to be right now. Namely the middle of the ocean with no dragon, nothing to keep him afloat, no land anywhere in sight and it was most certainly his uncle and Gobber's fault.

* * *

><p>The day had started out as normal and they'd all been set for dragon training and other Academy things when Gobber had shambled up and spoiled all their plans with a single statement.<p>

They were going to learn to sail.

They had pointed out that with dragons there was little need to sail anywhere when flying was quicker but the blacksmith had fallen back on the normal argument that they couldn't rely on dragons all the time and, by the way, all their dragons were being left behind. Both dragons and teens had objected to this but then Stoick appeared and put his foot down silencing all arguments (though Toothless did enter into a full on sulk at being forced to stay behind) and they reluctantly went to the docks where Fishlegs' father was waiting for them.

The Ingermans were renowned on Berk for being excellent sailors and the clan was full of fishermen, explorers and traders. Fishlegs' father was considered one of the best and had reigned supreme at Berk's annual regatta for years. He'd already prepared three small sail boats and after an extensive run through on the art of sailing they were divided among the boats. Mr Ingerman had wisely chosen to take one boat with the twins to keep an eye on them and placed Fishlegs (who'd already been taught everything he needed by his father) with Snotlout in one and Hiccup and Astrid (naturally) in the other. They then headed out into the bay to practice what they'd learned and Snotlout found himself thankful that Fishlegs was with him.

The older boy was very skilled at sailing and navigating and also an excellent teacher as well. It wasn't long before Snotlout found himself really improving under his tutelage and soon he was steering, tacking and everything else exceptionally well but then, as always, something had to go wrong and a sudden storm chose that moment to come along and blow them all over the place.

Snotlout would gladly admit that it was largely Fishlegs' skill that kept them afloat as long as they did but in the end a series of wild waves overtook them and they found themselves floundering in the drink. Their saving grace was that the storm was near its end and soon dispersed leaving behind fairly large but slow waves and two teens having an unplanned bath. Their boat had pretty much been swallowed by the sea and any wrecked remains were tiny and useless as floats leaving them treading water instead.

* * *

><p>This was the position they were in now and they few options but to bob around and wait for someone to rescue them. They'd obviously been swept far away from the others by the storm and they had no idea how they'd fared in the brief, wild weather. Snotlout had mildly panicked at their position, he couldn't swim very well at all and was certain he'd run out of energy long before they manged to reach anywhere by swimming, but Fishlegs had calmed him down by saying they were better off staying where they are and only using their energy to stay afloat until someone found them. It was a strange role reversal since normally it was Fishlegs freaking out but he seemed to be very calm when he was in the ocean and Snotlout wondered if it had something to do with being an Ingerman. By focusing on staying afloat Snotlout calmed down a bit and they both largely remained quiet as they waited.<p>

Time passed slowly and Snotlout was beginning to feel the chill of the water in his bones, his energy was also rapidly running out and he was worried about what he'd do if it vanished. He'd thought he could've lasted longer than this since his stamina was pretty good but the water seemed to have a way of sapping your strength and his limbs soon began to feel more like weights trying to drag him under.

Just as he felt like he couldn't keep his head above water any more an arm wrapped around his chest under his arms and buoyed him up. He looked down at it in surprise and realised that it had to be his friend, "Fishlegs?"

"You looked like you were too tired to keep afloat." The older boy explained, "Dad taught me this as a good way to help someone else keep their head above water."

"Are you going to manage keeping both of us afloat?"

He felt Fishlegs shrug behind him, "Not forever but I can manage for quite a while. I've spent so much time in the water I can't float with almost no effort, it'll take a long time before I'm too tired to keep treading water."

Snotlout smiled, "Thanks Fishlegs."

"I know swimming isn't your best skill so the least I can do his help you stay afloat."

"Sorry about that."

The older boy shrugged again, "No problem. When we get out of this I'll teach you how to swim properly but now really isn't the time."

"If we get out of this I'm not gonna go near the sea for a while, I'm sticking to flying."

Fishlegs chuckled, "Can't say I blame you for that."

They lapsed into silence again as Fishlegs kept them both afloat, in normal circumstances Snotlout would've found it incredibly awkward having the older boy's arm wrapped around his chest like he was a teddy bear but seeing as it was stopping him from drowning he didn't mind right now. He started to shiver as he grew colder and Fishlegs arm briefly tightened around him reassuringly, "I'm sure they'll find us soon. They would've set out to search for us as soon as the storm ended so we'll be back on Berk in time for dinner."

Snotlout was still shivering as he answered, "Well it better be something really hot because I could really go for a hearty stew right now and maybe some mead."

"You've had mead!? But by Berk's laws you're underage!"

Snotlout managed a shrug, "Not much. My uncle sometimes lets me have a sip or two from his tankard on special occasions but that's not happened very often."

There was a pause before Fishlegs asked another question, "What's it like?"

Snotlout shrugged again, "I've not had much to really say but it kind of feels like its burning at first then you get the actual taste. It's not bad really."

There was a hint of jealousy in Fishlegs' voice as he answered, "My dad's never even let me have a taste of mead."

"Maybe he'll make an exception this time."

"That's not very likely. He's very strict about things like that, especially the laws created by Hamish the Second who is something of a hero to him I think."

"Well tough luck to you."

Fishlegs snorted, "I could just let you go right now you know, you're pretty heavy to keep afloat."

"Hey!"

Fishlegs chuckled at Snotlout and soon the younger boy joined in. As Fishlegs continued to keep them both afloat they talked about anything and everything to distract them from their predicament as they awaited rescue.

* * *

><p>Finally after what felt like hours a Berkian ship appeared on the horizon and Fishlegs exclaimed excitedly, "Look, it's one of our ships! See if you can get their attention."<p>

Snotlout was shivering rapidly by now but he managed to lift his arm up and frantically waved it shouting as he did so, "HEY! OVER HERE! WE'RE OVER HERE!"

The ship turned in their direction and Snotlout grinned happily, "I think they've seen us!"

The ship rapidly grew closer and soon they could see the welcome sight of Stoick in the bow, as it drew alongside them the chief threw out a rope near them and Fishlegs quickly swam over to it pulling Snotlout with him. The older boy quickly managed to tie it securely round them both and they fairly flew out of the water and onto the deck as Stoick pulled it in. He hurried to their sides and soon they were being dried and wrapped in blankets. They saw that Hiccup and Astrid were also aboard and also wrapped up indicating they'd had a similar experience to themselves, they both smiled and gave brief waves before snuggling up in their individual blankets once again. Snotlout and Fishlegs were ushered beside them and Snotlout found himself between Hiccup and Fishlegs and Stoick briefly ruffled his nephew's hair as Fishlegs' father hugged his son. He was fine which indicated his ship had escaped the fate of the others and chances were the twins were fine as well. This was confirmed by them swooping overhead on Barf and Belch where they'd probably been scouring the sea from above. Fishlegs' father squeezed his son's shoulders fondly.

"Well done Fishlegs. You really did well."

The older boy smiled, "Thanks dad."

The man smiled in answer before getting up to assist with the ship and Snotlout felt his eyes closing as his weariness caught up to him, safely out of the water and feeling much warmer he began to allow himself to sleep. He unconsciously rested his head on Fishlegs' shoulder and he didn't notice the warm smile that passed between Hiccup and Fishlegs as he drifted off into slumber.

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-So there's a bit of Fishlegs being like a big brother. Please let me know what you thought and I'll update at somepoint. <strong>_


	20. Brotherly Insults

_**Author's Note:**_

_**Hello all and here is another chapter for you all. It's all about Hiccup and Snotlout again and a quick look at a more unusual pastime of theirs. Thank you for your continued support of this story and I hope you enjoy the chapter.**_

_**I own nothing.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Brotherly Insults<strong>

"Toothpick."

"Meathead."

"Ginge."

"Pig-nose."

Astrid walked into the Academy to be met with the sight of Hiccup and Snotlout standing in the middle of the arena throwing insults at each other, their dragons were off to one side wearing expressions of long suffering and Astrid wasn't sure what to make of the whole scene. At first she thought they were fighting, which was a rarity in itself, but she quickly noticed that there was no heat to their words and they were pretty relaxed. She approached them both to find out what was going on, "Hiccup?"

"Not now Astrid." He waved her away distractedly before firing another insult at his younger cousin, "Troll features."

Snotlout's fired one back, "Iron brain."

"Bacon butt."

"Smelter breath."

"Ham hips."

They walked straight past Astrid and out of the Academy still trading insults with each other as their dragons trailed behind. She watched them go entirely confused and wondering what the heck they were doing.

* * *

><p>She decided to find one of the few people who could explain what the cousins were doing and she'd soon arrived at the blacksmith, Gobber was there as always and he was currently attending to a Monstrous Nightmare that needed a bad tooth removed. Astrid waited patiently until he was finished and then spoke to him, "Gobber?"<p>

"What is it lass?"

"Well I was just in the Academy and I saw Hiccup and Snotlout there and they were acting…oddly."

"Oddly?"

Astrid looked concerned as she described what happened, "Yes. They barely noticed I was there and they were constantly trading insults with each other. They walked past me without sparing a glance as they left while still going with the insults but they didn't seem to be fighting or anything."

Gobber sighed, "Oh boy, they're at it again."

"Again?"

"Aye lass." The blacksmith began doing some work as he explained, "From time to time those two end up trying to see how long they can keep insulting each other for. They used to drive me crazy when they started on that while working here, they can keep going for hours. They also get so caught up in their insult spree that they stop noticing most of what's going on around them as they try to keep the exchange going." Gobber paused thoughtfully, "Ye know, I think their record is one whole day. They started first thing in the morning and they didn't finally stop until last thing at night, Stoick was nearly driven mad by it and I wasn't far behind."

"So they could keep going for a while then?"

"Afraid so lass but there's not much ye can do about it until they stop, believe me. Me and Stoick have both tried to stop them before and failed miserably."

The man carried on with his work and Astrid headed off to find the other teens and warn them about what was happening.

* * *

><p>Fishlegs met them before Astrid found him and he ran up to them as they approached, "Hiccup! I've just found something in the Book of Dragons about Changewings you might like to…"<p>

"Muttonhead."

Fishlegs' words crashed to a halt at Hiccup's uncharacteristic response and for a moment he thought the other boy was talking to him until Snotlout answered his cousin back indicating they didn't even realise he was there, "That's my insult dragon brains,"

"It's not your insult you Nightmare ignoramus. Everyone uses it."

"That's beside the point fin-foot."

"Pudding head."

"Terror twit."

"Pork pie."

They kept walking with Toothless and Hookfang still following behind and Fishlegs stood bewildered until Astrid came running up, "Fishlegs!"

He pointed in the direction of the two cousins, "Umm Astrid. Hiccup and Snotlout are…"

"They're fine Fishlegs."

"But they're…"

"They're in the middle of an insult spree. According to Gobber they engage in one from time to time and try to see how long they can keep going, he said just to leave them to it." Astrid hastily explained.

"Are we sure that's a good idea?"

"Why?"

Fishlegs gestured in the direction Hiccup and Snotlout had gone, "Because they're heading to the Great Hall."

* * *

><p>As embroiled in their insults as they were neither Hiccup nor Snotlout noticed the strange looks they were getting as they walked through the Great Hall, got some food and sat down while still exchanging verbal spars.<p>

"Mop head." Snotlout fired.

"Brush features." Hiccup countered.

"Cricket knees."

"Spade hands."

Hookfang and Toothless finally decided they'd had enough of their rider's childish pastime and they sauntered off outside and left them to it. Vikings gathered round their table and watched the ongoing rally in confusion as Hiccup continued it.

"Pot belly."

"Gronckle face."

"Sponge nose."

"Spider fingers."

"Brisket bum."

Ruffnut and Tuffnut had been in the hall and they'd now started to keep score even though they had no idea what was going on. Astrid and Fishlegs had reached the hall and joined the watching crowd.

"Twig ribs."

"Noodle nose."

"Cod cranium."

By now the twins were taking bets from the gathered audience and Stoick had appeared, he merely sighed when he saw his two boys in an insult spree again. These happenings remained unnoticed by the cousins and the insults got more creative.

"Pea-brained, purple puppy."

"Nice alliteration you bog-eyed, boulder-nosed, baggy-bottomed beetle."

"You to you needle-kneed, Nadder-tailed numpty."

"Perishing, popple-pawed pie."

Musty-mouthed, mammoth sized marauder."

"Sea-based, Scauldron-slapped screamer."

"Falooting, flaming, fried, freak Flightmare."

"Right back at you. You…you…geriatric geranium."

Hiccup hesitated at his cousin's insult, "Geriatric geranium?"

There was a pause and then he burst out laughing, "Seriously Snotlout?"

The younger cousin tried to pout but his giggles gave him away, "It was perfectly valid."

He burst into laughter as well and soon both of them were rolling around the floor laughing as the twins triumphantly claimed their winnings from their bets with the watching crowd. Eventually the two cousins got their laughter under control and Hiccup helped Snotlout off the floor as the younger cousin spoke, "So how long did we go this time?"

Hiccup thought for a moment, "Well we started at breakfast so that's right up till the evening. A bit short of our record."

Snotlout shrugged, "Oh well. Well can try again some other time."

They then noticed the gathered crowd and stopped dead as their eyes widened into identical startled rabbit looks. Stoick stepped forward and gave them an amused smile, "Well lads, it looks like your insult spree has entertained a lot of people."

They gave nervous coughs and Stoick waved the crowd away and gave his two boys a grin before heading off himself. When everyone dispersed Snotlout quietly spoke, "That was kind of embarrassing."

"Yup."

* * *

><p><em><strong>PS-So how about that for a pastime? Please let me know what you thought and I'll try and update soon.<strong>_


End file.
